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PREFACE. 




HE object of this book is partly to counteract the 
prevalent scepticism of the working classes, by 
calling their attention not to verbal arguments in 
favour of the Gospel simply, but to some touching and illustra- 
tive incidents of its work as they have transpired, for the most 
part among themselves. Believing, as the writer does, that a 
holy life is the best argument in proof of the truth of the 
Gospel, he cherishes the hope that some of the incidents here 
recorded, gaining the attention and reaching the hearts of 
some, his labours may not be in vain. 

Subsidiary to this, the aim of the book is to stimulate 
Christians in general to loving personal efforts for Christ. 
The working classes will not be put down by force, kidnappeil 
by condescension, or won by paid, perfunctionary agents. If 
they are to be reached at all, and saved from the crushing 
dangers of a spreading scepticism, it must be by those who, 
constrained by the love of Christ, will visit them, and show by 
their conduct that they have a heart to feel and a hand to 
help. 

One thing is certain, mere law and force of themselves will 
not hold society together in the long run. The Gospel only 
can do this, and if Christians will only be true to this, and use 
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it as they ought, though the present in some respects may 
look dark, the future shall be theirs. Meanwhile all who 
wish to serve the interest of society in the highest sense, will 
do well to bear in mind the words of an able writer : 

" Away from religion, apart from the providence of God, by 
whom all primary laws are enacted, all events arranged, and 
the validity of all natural feelings and desires guaranteed, 
there can be neither moral nor political right in any proper 
sense, nor, consequently, any moral or political obligation. 
Moral and political rights and duties must rest on the sanction 
of an Almighty and omniscient Lawgiver, or else moral rights 
and duties can only have a very imperfect foundation, and 
political rights and duties can have no sort of foundation €U alV* 
— Ebv. W. E. Pirie, D.D. 
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PRACTICAL PREACHING. 



AN ADDRESS TO THE SCEPTICAL ARTISANS OF 

GREAT BRITAIN, 



TfiB foUowing anecdojte was related a few weeks ago bj. a speaker 
at a public meeting : 

The other day Mr. Bradlaugh was lecturing in a Tillage in the 
north of England, and at the close he challenged discussion. Who 
should accept the challenge but an old, bent womeai, in the most 
antiquated attire, who weat up to the lecturer and said, " Sir^ X have t 
question to put to you." 

" Well^ my good woman, what is it ? " 

" Ten years ago," she said, " I was left a widow with eight chiTdrexi, 
utterly unprovided for, and nothing to call my own but this' Bibld. 
By its direction, and looking to God for strength, I have been enabled 
to feed myself and my family. I am now tottering to the gravj» ; but 
I am perfectly happy, because I look forward to a life of immortality 
with Jesus in heaven. That's what my religion has done for ;ne; 
what has your way of thinking done for you ? " 

"Well, my good lady," rejoined the lecturer, "I don't want to 
disturb your comfort, but ^ 

"Oh, but that's not the question," interposed the woman $ " keep 
to the point, sir ; what has your way of thinking done fcNT you ? '' 

The infidel endeavoured to shirk the matter again ; the feeling of 
the meeting found vent in uproarious applause, and Mr. Bradlaugh had 
to go away discomfited by an old woman." 

1 : 
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" There is often a ta^ue assumption that certain principles of 
natural light, involved and compacted by ethical science, might save 
our social state. But remember that, societj, without Christ, in its 
hilosophy, its literature, its art, its morals, obeyed a law of deteriora- 
tion and decay. Without Him, it would have been sinking still." 

'* The natural religion, of which modem Mystics are so fond, and 
modeln' Peripatetics prattle, is not enough for them. It jnight 
possibly answer in the woods, or in some solitary cell, but let the boy ^ 
to the shop and the girl to school ; let the young man travel to the city, 
and the young woman lend her ears to the flatteries of that silver- 
tongued sorceress, Society, and all this natural piety is like a silken 
thread held over a blazing furnace." 

'* We may baptise the interesting displays of our intermittent virtue 
with a Christian name, but they may yet contain no quality of Christ's 
peculiar virtue." 

** Christian faith," says an American writer of genius, '* is a g^rand 
cathedral with divinely-pictured windows. Standing without, you see 
no glory, nor can possibly imagine any : standing wiikinf each ray of 
light reveals a harmony of unspeakable splendour.'* — iVaM. Hawthorne, 
Transformation, 

PEN this address to yon, my feUowoComitrymeii, as one 
of yourselves, and as having been a sceptic myself, 
and knowing something of the nearest way to rest 
of soul and the best evidence of the ^ truth of Christianity. 
These two things will, I hope, be made plain to you on the perusal 
of the incidents here recorded; for the truth of which, for the 
most part, I am able myself to vouch. The nature of a tree may 
surely be known by the character of its fruits, and a religion 
which can do such work as is herein recorded, in the experience 
of both the rich and poor, young and old, learned and illiterate, 
is surely worthy of your careful attention, arid will not be 
rudely jostled aside, or swept out of the universe by a straw. 
For ourselves^ though we thus address you, and with a desire 
for your highest welfare, we have not, and never have had 
since we knew the power of the gospel, a doubt as to its 
ultimate victory. But many in the present day are seeking to 
. undermine your faith in that old book which, while it is the 
charter of life and freedom to all, is especially the poor man's 
treasure and friend. Before giving up your faith in this book. 
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remember that faith in men is not faith in Christ; and. in 
order to know Him and the character of His teachings ffiJue 
yourselves to Himy regulate yoor life by His word — ^thus 
put Him to the test in the wslj He directs;* and in doing His 
will, 3roa wiU discorer who and what He is by what He does 
for ifotu This is really the only true way ,of knowing the 
truth, and this evidence is open to all ; and it is best to leave 
«U your other difficulties until you have tried this the more 
simple, accessible, and direct. It has the advantage, too, that 
each can try it for himself, without going to the teaching of 
man, or putting any creature in the place of Gk)d. God does 
not ask you to put any creature bettveen Himself and your 
conscience, but to try the truth of His Book in His own way, 
''He that believeth," He says, ^'has the witness in himself/' 
In all cases, it is best to begin with first principles, it is so 
here ; the religion of Christ comzhenees in conviction of 
sin ; try this, €md it is wonderful what simplicity and direct- 
ness it will give to your efforts in reaching the truth. We 
know best what light is, practically^ by opening our eyes, whiit 
air is by breathing it, what food is by eating it, and we know 
best what truth is by living it, and marking its effects in our 
hearts and lives. I never knew a drunkard saved from 
drunkenness, or a sensualist saved from his . sensuality 
by the Word of Qod, who ever doubted its character, or that 
its source was God. The best evidence of Christianity, it has 
been said, is a holy life ; it is so to others, nor less to those 
who live it. We need not go, therefore^ to books, or priests, 
or ministers, but let each try Christianity in this way for him- 
self ; it is only fair we should do so, because the book claims 
to be tried in this way, and refuses to yield its highest evidence 
to either peasant or prince on any other terms. 

We have always felt* that the best evidence of the truth ^f 
the gospel is the jsharacter of Christ Himself. He is His own 
witness to the hearts of those who receive Him, and is best 

"* " If any man be willing to do His will, he shall know concerning tha 
teaclMDg, whether it is of God, or whether I speak frpm mysM'*^A l/ord. 
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kno'oni as iHousioids can testify by the work He does in us. 
And that the working-classes should, in many instances, give 
their assent to the dea^cation of death ^nd the gospel of 
despair ; that doabt shotdd become the object of their faith, 
and the graveyard the goal of life ; has always seemed to me 
to be not only ^ <xM creed, but an unreasonable one, and that 
men should turn away from Him who is The Life, and who 
has done more to elevate and bless man as man, and whose 
gospel is espedially the poor man's charter of liberty^ because 
the great code of righteousnees — to follow mere '^ intellectual 
scavengers, who drive a mud-cart through the universe^ to 
take us to a dust^bin*' — ^has always seemed strange to the 
writer. 

In Primitive times, we read> the common people heard 
Christ gladly. And^ while the priests and others would have 
destroyed Him, it is written, "they feared the multitude." 

' And why do not the poor and working-men hear Christ gladly 
now ? He has not changed as tens of thousands can witness. 
Before transferring their allegiance to other masters, working- 
men, especially, will do well to remember what Christ has 
done for them. In the language of an eloquent writer,* ''His 
whole life ai a man was an infinitely impressive recognition of 
thees^etlal equality of mankind on ^e basis of a common 
immortality anfl a cotaamon responsibility^ The doctrine 6f 
cdste an its every modification, whether as pride of birth, or of 
rank, or of wealth, <yt bi culture, He tore up by the roots ; nbt 
by red u<ang humanity, either at once or prospectively, to a 

* dead level, but by piercing beneath every artificial distinction 

' of class and costume, and recalling human relationships tp the 
divineljy-ordained scale of worth and capacity/. 'The esc- 
ample of Christ,' it has been truly said, ' stands in marked 
contract with the habits of aU classes of men in His time. 

<;He does not seem to have thought of men .as Idiey stand in 
society, grouped in Classes, separated or united hf^ va^rkms cus- 
|oms, nor even as they were separated and classed by the resi^lt 

* p. Bayne, M.A^ Tl)e Testimony of Christ to.0hri8tiaiuly« •; a 



BCBPnOAL ABTXSAK8 OF OBKAT BI^TAI^ 5 

e£' tlieir moral conduct. He seevaB ai^plj £^d qu)e%, bci^ 
always, to have beheld them in tbeii: original and. ^irito^i 
relations, to each, other, to God, and to eternity.' I^eandeFi 
who drank, perhi^, more deeply into .the innec spirit of 
Christianity than any other man since the Apostolic age, 
dwells laigely on the allTlmportjuat fact ti^t Ghriatiaiiity ^sit 
nihilatea what he calls * aristooi^tism ' of ai^tiq^ity; That 
aristoeratism was displayed mainly in two w^^ye^ — ^firsi, ^ th^ 
division of men into eeoteric and ezoterio ci^des^-rth^ few 
capable of refinement, and the many dpomed to pei^tus^ 
Ignorance, Secondly, in the separation, of political commu? 
nities into a governing and a siibjeC:tH3lass«*^into freeznen and 
slaves. * It was not till the word, that went f prth f rq^i^ the 
carpenter's Lowly roof, had been published by fishermen aAd 
tentmakers, that these aristocrs^tic . notions of the ancient 
world could be overthrown.' All that has ever been said in 
eloquence or in song of the majesty of ng^an, as such dwindle^ 
into insignificance when placed in comparifion with its practir 
cal proclamation in the spectacle of Jesus Chrisi^ choosing a9 
ms disciples the fisherman and the publican, wandering homer 
less among the green hills of Judaea, and having as His audit* 
©nee the multitude," 

And, because all this is true of Christ, and infinitely more^ 
we are not afraid of the final resul,^. ' In the language of 
the same writer i — '' Chaos may not yet^ in the mpral ^orld 
of humanity, have given place to cosmos, but God said, 'Let 
there be light/ and Christ has come, the Light of iihe world* 
Long ages may yet elapse before His beams have reduced the 
world to order and beautyj and clothed >a purified humanity 
with light as with a garment. But He has come : the Be? 
veal^r of the snares and chasmsf that lurk in darkness ; the 
Bebuker of every evil thing that prowls by night ; the Stiller 
of the storm-winds of passion ; the Quickener of all that is 
wholesome ; the Adonlerof all that is beautiful; the Becon- 
ciler of contradictions; the Qarmoniser of discords; the 
Healer of diseases ; the Saviour from sin. He has come : the 
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Toaeh ct inAh, the Anehor of bi^, Uie POlar «yf faith, ib» 
Bock for strength, the Befage for security, the Fovntaiii far 
refreshment, the Vine for gladnese, the Bose for beauty, the 
Lamb for teiidemeBS, the IViend for oonnael, the Brother for 
love. Jesna Christ hae Uod the world. The trace of the 
Dirine f ootstepe were the footsteps of a man ; the example of 
Christ is soeh as a man ean follow. On E mitil mankind wears 
B[is image. On! towards jon summit on which stands, not 
im angel, not a dissembodied spirit, not an abstract of ideal 
and nnaltainable virtaes, but the Man Chbist Jesus. It is 
something to hare a dear margin left for efiFort, a clear possi* 
bilitj marked for improvement. When hnmanity has become 
like His humanity we may pause ; we shall then be aware that 
the clouds above our head haye beamed into unutterable 
beauty of heaven, andHhat the lilies of the field have glowed 
into immortal amaranths. May God Almighty hasten the 
consummation, and may we, with passionate, steady-burning, 
unquenchable ardour, strive to know and imitate Christ. Let us 
deliberately crown Him Lord of all. Li practice and in specula- 
tion, in intellect and in affection, in the family circle,inthe socisd 
throng, in the political enterprise, in the inmost recesses of our 
being, in the slightest outgoing of our activity, let Him reign 
perpetually, unreservedly, supremely I '* 

May these eloquent words never cease to embody the prayer of 
Englishmen. Under the triple banner of liberty, law, and 
religion— ;the religion of an open luble — ^all those great vie-" 
tones have been achieved, which have tended to bless and 
elevate us in the social scale and among the nations of the 
earth. Let but the palsied hand of a dreamy scepticism, 
materialism, or proletarian fury, drag it down to the mire of 
ii theoretical libertinism, and the period of our ultimate decaf 
and death is not far distant. 





I 

^EFOEE we drop a tHeme like this, letus note mord 
distinctly the significance of the glorious adrent, anl 
have our congratulatioiis on it. This one perfect character has 
come into oar world, and lived in it, filling all the 'moulds of 
action, all the terms of duty and love, with His own divine 
manners, works, and charities. All the conditions of our life 
are raised thus by the meaning He has shown to be in 
them, and, the grace He has put upon them. The 
world itself is changed, and is no more the same as it 
was ; it has never been the , same since Jesus left it. The 
air is charged with heavenly odours, and a kind of celestial 
consciousness, or sense of other worlds, is wafted to us on its 
breath. Let the dark ages come, let society roll backward, 
and churches perish in whole regions of the earth, let infidelity 
deny, and, what is worse, let spurious piety dishonour the 
truth ; still, there is something that has immortality in it. 
Still our confidence remains unshaken, that Christ and His all 
quickening life are in the world, as fixed elements, and will be 
to the end of time ; for Christianity is not so much the ad- 
vent of a better doctrine as of a perfect character ; and how 
can a perfect character, once entered into life and history, be 
separated and finally expelled ? It were easier to untwist all 
the beams of light in the sky, separating and expunging one 
of the colours, than for men to get the character ofJestcs, which 
is the real Oospel^ out of the world. Look ye hither in the 
meantime, all ye blinded and fallen of mankind, a better 
nature is among yon, a pure heart put of some pure world has 
come into your prison and walks it with you. Do you require 
of us to show who He is, and definitely to expound His person ? 
We may not be able. Enough to know that He is not of us 
— some strange being out of nature and above it, whose name 
is WoNDBBFUL. Enough that sin has never touched His 
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hallowed nature, and that He is a friend. In Him dawns a 
hopo— purity; has not come info oiir world, except to purify. 
'^ Behold the Lamb of God that taketh away the siniS of the 
.world I" Light breaks in, peace, settles on the for, lo! the 
prison waUs are giving way— rise, let us go/' 

Horace Bushnell^ D.D. , 

Wotildst thon behold the gospel fair. 

Bead its true meaning out ? 
Look not at churches, creeds or sects^ 

Bewildered, lost in doubt ; 
The Gospel lives in Christ alone ; 

Wouldst thou its beauty tracfe? 
Thentttiii away from human eyeB, ' 

And look in Jestus^ f aca 

Thou need*st not burrow *neath the eatth, 

Nor soar into the skies; > 

The Gospel breathes from Jeenn' lipt^ 

And shines in Jefsne* eyes ; 
His actions is^elt its beauty out, 

His words its meaning bring ; 
Li Him its regal glories shine, 

Enthrcmed in Him its King. . 

The Gospel lives in one fair page^ 
-- . As Hght lives in the sun, . 

And by the love it freely sheds^ 

Its victories are won ; 
This page is Christ the Lrvmo WoM>, 

All other words shall die ; 
This Word is suited to each heart, 

As light is to the eye. 

Open your hearts to this sweet light, 
^ Pure, streaming down fh)m.faeavea, 

r? E'en.as your eyes drink in the light. 

By God; so f feely given ; 
\ . , . \ So Bhall your soul by truth made free^ 

By faith brought home to rest^ 
Rise upwards to the light of day, 
" In God for eveif blest; - 
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Mr. Sutherford was for some ^^ears Minister of Anwoth, but, in 
July, 1636, he was sentenced to be deprived of bis Ministry, and to 
be eonfined in Aberdeen daring King CHiarles* pleasure. In the 
year 1639, howerer, he returned to his flock. He died at St. An- 
dxew*s, where he had been, appointed Professor of Divinity^ on the 
19th of March, 1661. 

Upon any other supposition than that of the gospel being true we 
think it would be impossible for anyone to account for the unique and 
wonderful experience of the Seraphic Rutherford. Imprisoned for the 
truth's sake, his prison became a palace, every stone of which, to ii8# 
his own language, became a gem, while his soul wa^ tawnsfonned into 
the very temple of Christ's presence. 

Let the sceptic try and account for this good man's experience froin 
his own plane of thought and see what he can make of it. 

THINK, ay, the longer tke better, of my royal and 
worthy Master ; He is become a new beloved to me 
now, in renewed consolations, by the presence of the Spirit of 
grace and glory : Christ's garments smell of the powder of 
the merchant when he cometh ont of his ivory chambers. 0, 
His perfumed face, His fair face, His lovely and kindly kisses^ 
have made me, a poor prisoner, see there is more to be had of 
Ohrist in this life than I believed. I am here in a fair prison. 
Christ is my sweet and honourable feUow-prisoner, and his sad 
and joyful Lord-prisoner (if I may speak so). I think this 
bross beconieth me well, a«nd is suitable to me, in respect of 
my duty, to suffer for Christ ; howbeit, not in regard of my 
deserving to be thus honoured. However it be, I see Christ 
is strong, even Ijdng in the dust in prison and in banish- 
ment. Losses and disgraces are the wheels of Christ's tiimnph^ 
ilig chariot. 

As I am in bo&ds for my high and lofty One, my royal and 
princely Master, my Lord J^os, so I am in bonds for you, for 
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I should have slept in my warm nest, and kept the fat world 
in mj arms, and the cords- of my tabernacle being fastened 
more strongly, I might have sung an evangel of ease to my soul. 

I have gotten the wale and choice of Christ*s crosses, even 
the tithe and the flower of the gold of all crosses, to bear 
witness to the truth, and herein find I liberty, joy, access, life, 
comfort, love, faith, submission^ patience, and resolution to 
take delight in waiting ; and with all in my race, He hath 
come near me and let me see the gold and/srown. 

When I think upon the sparrows and swallows that build 
their nests in the kirk of Anwoth, and of my dumb Sabbath8> 
my sorrow bleared eyes look asquint upon Christ, and present 
Him as angry. But, in this trial, all honour to our princely 
and royal king, faith saileth fair before the wind with topsail 
up, and carrieth the poor passenger through. 

I have seen that my Lord hath made my cross, as if it were 
all crystal, so as I can see through it Christ's fair face and 
heaven, and that God hath honoured a lump of sinful 
flesh and blood, the like of me> to be Christ's honourable Lord 
prisoner. 

I ought to esteem the walls of the thieves' hole, all hung 
with tapestry, and most beautiful for my Lord Jesus ; and yet, 
I am not so shut up, but that the sun shineth upon my 
prison, and the fair wide heaven is the covering of it. But, 
my Lord in his sweet visits hath done more, for He mak§s me 
find that He will be a conflned prisoned with me ; He lieth 
down, and riseth up with me ; when I sigh He sigheth ; when 
I weep He suffereth with me. 

He loved me before this time, I know ; but now I have the 
flower of His love ; His love has come to a fair bloom, like 
a young rose opened out of the green leaves, and it castetb 
a strong and fragrant smell. I want nothing but ways of 
expressing Christ's love. A full vessel would have a veut. 

For myself, I am as well as Christ's prisoner can. be ; for hf 
Him I am master and king of all my crosses : I am above the 
prison, and the lash of men's tongues ; Christ tiiumpheth in 
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me. I have been casten down, and heavy with lears, and 
hunted with challenges ; I was swimming in the depths, bat 
Christ had His hand onder my chin all the time, and took 
good heed that I should not loose breath ; and now, I have 
gotten my feet again, and there are love^fdasts of joy, and 
spring-tides of consolation betwixt Christ and me. 

0, that the Almighty would lay my cause in a balance and 
weigh me, if my soul was not taken up, when others were 
sleeping, how to have Christ betrothed as a bride, in that part 
of the land I But the day that my mouth was most tkn- 
justly and cruelly closed, the bloom fell ofif my branehes, and 
my joy did cast the flower ; howbeit, I have been casting my-* 
self under Christ's feet, and wrestling to believe under a hidden 
and covered Lord ; yet, my fainting cometh before I eat, and 
my faith hath bowed with the sore cast, and this almost in- 
supportable weight. ' 

The witnesses of my cross are but strangers to my sad days 
and nights. 0, that Christ would let me alone, and speak 
love to me, and come home to me, and bring summer with 
Him 1 0, that I might preach His beauty and glory, as once 
I did, before my clay-tent be removed to darkness, and that I 
might lift Christ off the ground ; and my branches might be 
watered with the dew of God, and my joy in His work might 
grow green again, and bud, and send out a flower \ Bat I am 
but # short-sighted creature, and my candle casteth not light 
afar off. 

He knoweth all that is done to me, how that when I had 
but one joy and no more, and one green flower, that I esteemed 
to be my garland. He came in one hour and dried up my flower 
at the root, and took away mine only eye, and mine only one 
crown and garland. What can I say ? Surely my guiltiness 
hath been remembered before Him, and He was seeking to 
take down my sails, and to land the flower of my delights, and 
to let it lie on the coast, like an old broken ship, that is no 
more for the sea. 

Upon my salvation, I know and am persuaded, it is for God's 
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tmih^ «Dcl the lioiumr of King axul royal Prince Jesus; I no^sr 
BXiSex. AxLd, howbeit, this town be mj prison, yet Christ bath 
made it my palace, a garden of pleasures, a field and oixihard 
of delighte. 

My one joy, next to the flower of my joys, Christy was to 
preach my sweetest, sweetest Master, and the glory of his king* 
dam, and if aeemed no cruelty to them, to put out the poor 
man's one eye. And now I am seeking about to see if su£Fei;« 
ing will speak my fair One's prtdsies ; and I am trying if a 
dumb man's tongue can raise one note^ or one of Zion's springs, 
to advance my Well-Belored's glory. Oh, if He would make 
some glory to Himself out of a dumb prisoner I 

A king dineth with met, and bis spikenard casteth a sweet 
snxell ; the Lord my witness is above that I write my heart tp 
you. I never knew, by nine years' preaching, so much of 
Christ's love, as He hath taught me in Aberdeen by six. months' 
imprisonment. 

Now for mine own case, I think some poor body would be 
glad of a dated prisoner's leavings. I have no scarcity of 
Christ's love. Ho hath wasted more comf ort$ upon His poor 
banished servant, than would have refreshed n^a^y souls. My 
burden was once so heavy, that one ounee>weight would have 
oasten the balance, and broken my back ; but Christ said, hold, 
hold, to my sorrow and hath wiped a bluthered face, which 
was foul with weeping, ♦^ 

Oh, that I could hold the crown upon my Princely Eing'p 
head with my sinful arm, howbeit it should be stroke from ine 
in that service from the shoulder blade ; but miy closed mout^, 
my dumb sabbaths, the memory of my communion with 
Christ, in many fair, fair days in Anwoth {whereas now my 
Master getteth no service of my tongue^ as. \hm) hath ahnost 
broken my faith in two halves ; yet, in my deepest appreheu- 
sions of His anger, I see through a cloud that I am wroi^, 
and ELb in love to my soul hath taken up the controversy her 
twixt faith and apprehensions, and a decree is past on Christ's 
«id0o{ it, and I subscribe the decree. 
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I ksow, as night and shadows are good for Bowers, and 
laootiUglit and dews are better than a continual sun ; so is 
Clhiist's ^ssnos of spedfid us6, and it hath some nourishing 
virtue in it, and giveth sap to humility, and putteth an edge 
on himger, and furmsheth a fair field to faith to put forth 
itself y. and to exercise its fingers in gripping it, itsee^ not 
what. - 

For I think my cross so .sweet, that I know not where I 
could get the like of it. Christ's honeycombs drop so abun- 
dantly, that they sweeten my gall. Nothing breaketh my 
heart, btft that I cannot get the daughters of Jerusalem, to 
t^l them of my Bridegroom's glory ; I charge you, in the name 
of Ohrist, that ye tell all ye come to of it ^ and yet it is 
above ieUing aiad UHderstan^ng. > 

1 would ye had spoke more to me, who stand in need. I 
find Ohrist, as ye write, aye the longer the better, and, there- 
fore, oaanot but rejoice in fiis salvation, who hath made my 
chains my wings, and hath made me a king over my crosses, 
and over my adversaries. Glory, glory, glory to His high, high 
and holy name. Not one ounce, not one grain-weight more 
is laid on me, than He hath enabled me to bear. 

I have experience to speak this. For I would not exchange 
my prison and sad nights, with the court, hoiiour and ease of 
my adversaries. My Lord is pleased to make many unknown 
faces to laugh upon me, and to provide a lodging for me. And 
He Himself visiteth my soul with feasts of spiritual comforts. 
0, how sweet a Master is Christ I Blessed are they who lay 
down all for Him. 

0, how heavenly a thing is it to be dead and dumb and deaf 
to this world's sweet music I I confess it hath pleased His 
Majesty to make me laugh at children, who are wooing this 
world for their match. I see men lying about the world, as 
nobles about a king's court ; and I wonder what they are all 
doing there. 

As I am'at this present, I would scftm to court such a reck- 
less, and petty princess, or buy this world^s kiiidness with a bow 
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of my knee. I scarce now either hear or see what it is that 
this world offeretk me ; I know it is little it can take from me 
and as little it can give me. I recommend mortification to 
you above anything. 

For alas, we but chase feathers fl3ring in the air, and tire our 
own spirits, for the froth and oyer-gilded day of a djing life. 
One sight of what my Lord hath let me see, within this short 
lime/ is worth a world of worlds. 

There will be shortly a proclamation by one standing in the 
clouds, that time shall be no more, and that court with kings 
of clay shall be no more ; and ^sons, confinements, forfei- 
tures of nobles, wrath of kings, hazard of lands, houses, and 
name, for Christ, shall be no more. This world's span-length 
of time is drawn now to less than half-an-inch, and to the 
point of the eyening of the day of this old and grey-haired 
world ; and, therefore, be fixed and fast for Christ and His 
truth for a time, and fear not him whose life goeth out at his 
nostrils, who shall die as a man. 

In bonds for my sweet Master, 

My Princely Lord and King, 
My heart remains His temple, 

Its homage etill doth bring ; 
O high and lofty Holy One, 

With Thee Pm not alone. 
My prison is Thy palace, 

And this poor heart Thy throne. 

O, sweet the bonds which bind me, 

And bid my hea^i; go free, . 
My chains are lovers sweet bondage 

Which holds my heart to Thee ; 
O, but for this wild tempest 

My soul had lost its rest. 
Content with this world*8 music. 

Asleep in its warm nest. 

But O, when first I came here, 
Clouds thick and dark would lower, 

My bloom fell off my branches^ 
My joj it cast its flower ; 
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Of bitterness and wcninwood, 

M7 soul has had its fill, 
Kefosing mercy^s cordial, 

My lieart would not be still. 

My one green flower had withered 

And dried up at the root. 
My faith all dry and sapless 

Could yield no welcome fruit ; 
Mid storms of sorrow raging, 

Love*s port I could not see, 
Like ship all wrecked and broken 

I drifted o^er the sea. 

When thinking o'er my feast days 

The tempest would come in, 
I wondered, I was silenced, 

By cruelty and sin ; 
The blossom of my flower— ' 

My joys were all in one, 
To preach my lovely Master, 
• And this my joy was g<Hie. 

To me the kirk at Anwoth 

Was fairest of the fair, 
While the music of the gospel 

My heart made gladsome there ; 
But now the birds are building 

Within the House of God, 
And I am dumb and silent 

Beneath the Master's rod. 

Then floods of sorrow rolling 

Would overwhelm my soul, ^ 
Mad waves of anguish rising, 

And spurning all control ; 
O, said I in my darkness, 

Would that my Lord would come, 
And bring His summer with Him 

And take His prisoner home ! 



16 !THX SEBAPHia FBIBONEB ; 

O, might I preach His beauty 

E'er this clay-tent depart, 
My branches would be watered, 

6od*s dew upon my heart ; 
O, that my hands though feeble 

Might lift Christ from the ground, 
My bud of joy would blossom, 

And throw its sweets around. 

Thus spake I in this prison, 

My eyes with sorrow dim, 
I looked around all yainly 

To catch a glimpse of Him; 
My royal Lord and Master 

Who c^ten veils His face 
In clouds of darkn^ess hiding, 

That we may seek His grace 

* O, what a sweet evangel 

Of ease my soiil had sung, 
But for these veils of sorrow 

And harp on willow hung ; 
But now how fair my prison. 

The Master ever near, 
His love hath healed my sorrow 

And wiped away each tear. 

My loss for Him is wealthy, 

Now faith can see Him near ; 
He makes my grief His chariot, 

To bring His prisoner cheer ; 
Through sorrow Christ renews us, 

And brightens His sweet face^ 
As we through clouds and sunshine 

His beauty strive to trace. 

My heart of aU repining 
My Master has relieved ; . 
.. O, there is mqre ip. Jesus 

Xhan f iiith hath e*ex received ; 



OB, THB lOT OF FiJTH. 17 

p 

He oMneft viti^ fi^iigmkt gamttente - 

And sweet perfumed face, 
We, tluoagk His very bri^tneBB, 

His gkxTf dimlj trace. 

We need the night's dark Bhadows, 

The moonlight and the dew, 
tTo give an edge to hunger, 

And bring Christ's love to view ; 
But now my Maater^s oomforta, 

All other comfort gone. 
All things in Him possessing 

Have raised me to ft thxone. 

Now I have got of crosses 

The very chief and best. 
And the hand of kingly sorrow 

Has led my heart to rest ; 
Christ loved me aforetime. 

But now His love doth bloom, 
Its tender leaves unfolding 

Amid the winter^s gloom. 

My cross is made of crystal, 

My cell the home of love, 
I see the wide-spread heavens 

All bright and fair above ; 
Fm master of my crosses, 

My Lord makes me a king, 
Dead to the world's vain musie 

As here I sit and siog. 

My Lord is ever with me, 

He sigheth when X sigh, 
And when I weep He weepeth, 

And brings His comforts nigh ; 
With me at eve He Heth 

And giveth me sweet deep ; 
With me at mom He riseth, 

My heart doth ever k«ep. 



I^ 
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And (femiii rife and plotlj. 
To ptore tlut veare poor. 

Tlbe woridi ^paa loigtk b vnrii^ 

Tfee daijr is gxvf and rid. 
Its dsf kings, too, are panmir* 

DeaA aooD will lure one fioid ; 
jfj^ Lofo in clwh a|i|ieareftn. 

The daikncai lliesavaj, 
Oy vdeome nened ^aafcgr ? 

O, wdeame break of cby ! 




liisjofn. 



we would rightly see and appreciaie iEe inflnenee of 
the goipel in the hand of the Bivme Spirit in 
qoickening a great soul ; if we woold contem^te the spiritual 
opolenoe and bleasednew which, in spite of ctfcamstancesy it 
can bring into the heart ; we most become diligent students 
of the poor Tinker — the Immortal Dreamer, as he has been 
rightly named ; and let ns remember that, for aoght we know, 
the gesins of John Bonjran woiild never hare been known to 
us but for that gospel which touched his heart and made it the 
very presence chamber of .the King of Hugs. Of one of the 
books written by this illustrious author — the ''Pilgrim's Pro- 
gress *'*— Mr. Cowtan, in his interesting book, f f ]||[emories of the 
British Museum,'' says:^-^ 
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" There are no less than 175 various «ditions in our liwiguage 
of the f Pilgrim's Progress.' in the museum Library, as well 
as twenty-nine copies of the work, in other languages^ includ- 
ing Arabic, Bengalee, Danish, Dutch, French, Gaelic, German, 
Maori, the peasant dialect of Norway, Oriya, Modem Greek, 
and Russian; The entries in the general- catalogue under the 
head of Bunyan are 548.. Mr. Gowtai; regrets that the fi^rst 
edition of the immortal allegory is not. among th^ fiterary 
treasures in the Museum. Only one copy of this edition is 
known to be in existence ; and it forms part of the private 
library of Mr. H. S. Holford, of Weston Birt House, Tetbury, 
Gloucestershire. This unique little volume was discovered 
some years since in a nobleman's library, and, Judging from its 
appearance, had never been read. It is Qled-r and perfect, and 
in the original binding. Mr. George Offbr spent twelve months 
in editing the valuable reprint of this first edition of 1678 for the 
Hanserd Knollys Society. The second edition of the * Pilgrim's 
Progress,' published; in 1678, and the third, published in the 
following year, are very rare, and are both to be" found in the 
National Library. . While on the subject of Bunyan biblio- 
graphy, I may mention the fact that there is an illustrated 
edition, in Chinese of the 'Pilgrim's progress,* in which 
Christian appears with a pig-tail! Nor can I resist 
quoting a paragraph from an article on ' Nomenclature,* which 
was recently printed in the Saturday Review r 

''No writer has been more svccessful ia hii Bomenclature than 
Bimyan. What would the * Pilgrim's Frogfess ' be with Greek or 
German substitutes — such names as satisfy modern allegory — for his 
Delectable Mountains ; his Giant Despair ; his Slough of Despond ; 
his Much>afraid, Ready-to-Halt, By-ends, Maul, Great-Hearty Stead- 
fiwt, My Lord Turn-about, My Lord Time-Server, Mr. Facing-both- 
Ways, and the rest of that animated company. A^good mame comes 
with a flash ; this is the secret of its success with' us. No name in 
Bunyan is an after-thought. The (Quality, the Christian grace, the 
virtue, or the vioe. which he would impersonate^ takfs form an^ name 
with him at the same instant of time. Thia happy fearlessness oitts 
much^ no doubt, to hisigaarance of polite, Utetxitiure and canons of taste : 
^? goes the straighter to his point f and is .^bHinet or hqpnruly ifi equal uncon^ 
sciousness. If his allegory wants a public-house sign, he puts the- 
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idea he would ezpr^Syin. the most familiar form and laogoagQ he can 
hit upon.— -At the *Sign of the Beprobate/or at the *Sign of the 
Conscience Seared with a Hot Iron ; ' because, under such influencesi 
his sinner can sink from bad to worse with the gpreater and more in- 
telligible precipitancy. But this style cannot be imitated without 
oSenoew By the widtii and. daring of his range, Bunyan has seenred 
to himself in perpetuity the field of religious allegory in the English 
tongue." 

The Christian world is indebted to Dr« Clieever for a 
beautiful picture of Bunyan's deyotional exercise in his cell. 

" It is evening, he finishes his work to be taken liome by his 
dear blind child. He reads a portion of Scripture, and, clasp- 
ing lier small hands in his, kneels on the cold stone floor and 
pours out his soul to God ; then, with a parting kiss, dimisses 
her to her naother. 

'' The rud^ lamp glimmers on the table ; with his bible, pen, 
and paper, be writes as though joy did make him write. His 
face is lighted as from the radiant jasper walls of the Oelestial 
City. He clasps his hands, looks upwards, and blesses God for 
His goodness. The last you see of him is alone, kneeling on 
the prison floor — ^he is alone with God. 

''Nor did he, while in prison, spend his time in a supine and 
careless manner, nor eat the bread of idleness; for there I 
have been witness that his own hia.nds have ministered to his 
necessities, making many hundred gross of long-tagged laces, 
^0 fill up the vacancies of his time," 

*^ When the^ do talk of bfinishment, 
Of death or such-lik^ things ; 
Then to me Qod senda hear$*^ oonf^t, 
Thf^t like a fountain spring$. 

Though they say that w^ jure fools, 

Because we here dp lie; 
X answer gapls arc Christ, ^is school, 

In ijnejn wc learn to die. 

Here oomi3 th^ angels, here come saints, 

Here comes the Spirit of God, 
To comfort us in PUT restriunts, 
Under the wicked's rod. 
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« 

Ood f ometimM Tisits priflons mor« 

Than lordly palooet j 
He often knocketh at our door, 

When He their houses miss." 

Prison tneditation$, JoBV Buktait. 

The erening came with reil^ laoei 

And from her shelVring wing* 
Shook down with onobstnuiye grace 

Snch peace aa angels sing ; 
A flickering.lamp sent forth its raj, 

But scarce dispelled the gloom, 
But O, a light more bright than day 

Lived in that silent room ; 
light, brighter far than crowns the hills. 
Or tints with joy earth's flowing rills» 

A king was there, his glory veiled, 

In that cell mean and cold ; 
There lived a sorrow unrevealed 

Like one despised of old ; 
Within all light, without all dark, 

The man is hidden now; 
But God had set His own bright mark 

Upon his retgal brow ; 
What power on earth can love restrain. 
This prisoner in his cell must reign. 

And yet he works ! his fingen move, 

His daily task they ply ; 
While yet his mind inspired by love 

Weaves thoughts which ne'er can die. 
The day's work done^ he calls his dove, 

And draws his blind child near. 
Kisses her face with tender love 

And — ^leaves behind a tear 1 
In prayer he asks that help may come 
To guide his helpless treasure home. 

And now alone, all sBent, calm. 

His faith its manna brings, 
His soul contented trills its psalm 

In rapturesoan and sings ; 
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WithaQt, emm^iped indaiicafeiiigiil, 
Lies hid the priKKier't eell ; 

Bttt O, wftlnn, what besrenlj lig^ T 
Christ knew this dongeofn irdl ; 

There lies his chUd on mercy's breast, 

Oft hushed by ai^ieb' wings to 



Yet not to sleep or dream alone; 

On wings of faith he soars, 
With angd hosts before God's throne 

He worships and adores ; 
To yonder fount which ever flows, 

And feeds Life's City fair, 
He upward speeds, and bnms and glows, 

And seeks refreshment there ; 
O King of Dreaofsi cif dreatns most fair. 
How real l^y joys thy nqitares were. 

O city of ddight, most fair, 

Jerusalem the blest I 
Unrivalled bSI thy beanttes are, 

The pilgrim's home and rest j 
Adown love's pathway pure and bright. 

And spuming iXL control. 
Ye floated once a sweet delight 

Into an oatos^t's Boul.; 
O Vision blest } O dawn <^ peace ! 
O come imd' bid our cpnflicis cease ! 

O kingly soul [shut out from strife, 

And' fed neath sorrow's wing, 
That so thj^ faith nursed into life 

To us for aye feight sing ; 
The «m^» of earth thou coiildst not hear, 

For iiiee her ligllLt was dinr, 
But heaven's pwn vioioes iilled tiiy ear 

With songs oi. ^er^phim ; 
O Godlike souU to thee in priaonf 
A universe of love was given. 



O wctuldst thou haow a Imifian sotil, 

See it arrayed in troth, 
Behold it freed from filii^ eontrol^ 

Clotthedwith immortal youth ; 
Wouldst tiiou behold it bathed in l%ht, 

TheiihronQ voom of its king, 
While all its powers put on their might, 

And their glad homage bring ; 
Then in his cell God*s pilgrim see, 
A king 'mong kings, great, noble, freel 
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)OHN BUISTAN severely felt the infirmities of nature. 
Parting witli his wife and children he described as the 
pulling the flesh from the bones. '' I saw I was as a man who 
was pulling down his house upon the head di his wife and 
children ; yet, thought I, I must do it.'* His feelings were 
peculiarly excited by the thoughts of his poor blind Mary. '' 
the thoughts of the hardships my poor blind one might go 
under would break kny heart to pieces.'' 

child of many tears and prayers, 
0*er thee shall I repine,^ 

E'en though my eyes through many tears 

Are almost blind as thine ? 
Ah, no I Aud yet my heart it weeps, 
For thee an anxious vigil keeps. 

1 sink-in utter helplessness 
While looking in thine eyes ; 

My spirits droop, my faith it flaiki, 

And all my courage flies. 
Poor ehild, how helplessness etkdeftrs. 
While filling oft our eyes wii^ tiears. 
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I rii u&d wftfedb thee, helplew one, 
Thfottgh loQg^ mAf pennre hotuB; 

For tl^ no remal mm shall thine, 
Nor rammer weare her hoiren: 

O who th J tremfalmg feet would guide, 

Shooid I be taken from ihj aide? 

The very movemeniB of thy feet 

Are muaic to my ear, 
And all thy timid akrinking wftys 

To lore do but endear ; 
Btill, my child, thy loss of sight 
Mmt erer leave a starless night. 

Lore erer se^ks to bless its own ; 

Though poor and scant her f are. 
Her heart wit^i sympathetic love 

Divides to each a share ; 
Tis love, dear child, which makea us 
TT^M, all I have, I give to thee ! 

*TwM in my heart jko work for thee. 
To Bhield thy halplees f orm, 

To nurse thee ae a tender p)ant| 
And hide thee from each storm ; 

But now this hope seems far away. 

My faith cafi only weep and pray. 

What can I do for thee, my child, 

A prieoner of the Lord? 
My hands are tied, my voice is dumb, 

My only wealth God^ word ; 
O master, make me brave and true, 
Thy love still bel^ me to punmel 



O Gk»d, IV ^ott^^ ^ PMioM ^N^— 
My qumni^ fleaii it toais; 

O look \B|^ m/ Jid^^ diiUL ! 

O hear kar maniy taus I 

Help JM to Mp this poor, bfind OiU, 

Cast «ift iqp«a lile'a wiqpidb wUL 
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O Thoa who art enthsoned in light, 

Whose ejee for ever aee, 
Jeenifl, the darkness and the light 

Are both alike to Thee ; 
To whom in sorrow can I go? 
Who but Thyself can heal my woe ? 

pitying Lord ! O changeless Lore I 
Whose word brings life and light ; 

Thou who didst make the deaf to hear, 

And gave the blind their sight ; 
Now from my darkness set me free, 
H«lp me to leave my child with Thee ! 

Hear me, Savionr, in my need ! 
Jesus, my Lord and King 1 

1 cannot give my poor child sight ; 
Her soul to Thee I bring ; 

O Mttrter, bless herl make her Thine ! 
O let Thy love within her Bhkie I ■ 

•Tis for Thy truth I languish here, 
More dear to me than life ; 

For Thee I gird lifers armour on, * 
KoT shrink from toil or strife ; 

One thing I aak--<-I leave the rest-^ 

Mylaoobi O tAke her to Thy brea«k ! 



^F God of His mercy should choose me to go upon the 
^ f^lom l^ope, . * * * I .Jiaye detennined^ the 
Al^iighiy Qpd being my I^elp and 4ueld^ yet to suffer, if fxail 
lif e ^nsighi -eontioue 89 loi}^, even, until the moss^ shaU grow 
oyer: mine eyebsows, rather th^ to violate laj faith «9d 
•ptinolples.V — John Bunyan* 
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Incident in the Life of Henry Burton, who mfered for the 

Truth in the reign of Charles the First. 

After the censure, which was deprivation, degradation, 
standing on the pillory two hours, loss of both ears by 
the hangman, five thousand pound fine to the Sjng, perpetual 
dose imprisonment in the Castle of Lancaster, restraint 
of all use of pen, ink, and paper, I was brought back to 
my close prison in the Fleet (June 14th, 1637), where I 
waited till the day of execution, which was the last day of 
June. In the interim, my wife, with Mrs. Bastwiick, plied the 
King with their pitiful complaining petitions and deprecations, 
for the taking off, or at least the mitigating of the execution ; 
but a little before the day came, a voice was heard in the 
Star-Ohamber, uttered by the Attorney-General : that it was 
the King's pleasure, thc; censure of those three v^ea should "be 
executed to the uttermost ; so as the execution proved tQ be 
as void of mercy, all the censure was of . justice. * The night 
before the execution, I did, as before the censure, address 
myself by earnest prayer for Divine support in the acting of 
that tragedy upon the scaffold of public reprow^. Filled I 
was with exceeding, alacrity of truly heroical and Ohristianly 
magnanimous resolution. My two suppbrtero )(next under 
God) were, the nobleness and pure innocency of the cause, and 
the uprightness and integrity of my conscience. With these, 
I went on foot the next morning from the Fleet to the place 
of execution at Westminster, far better guarded than with 
those many halberds and weapons that attended me. My 
wife had the favour to go all along with md, gomg (together 
with this equipage, as to the celebration of our marhage. 
When I came in sight of the pillory, my spirit was mightily 
cheered, and my lieart raised up to a higher pit^ oi joy, I 
said to one, a little before my going up to the pillory, "X shall 

■I • r • . > r • 

this day preach down Antichrist in the pillory." "And say 
nothing," replied he. "Yea,'' Bai^ I, "and <iay nothing." 
This was omitted in the relaMon forementioned: ' All the 
while I stood in the pillory, I thought myself to be in heaten 
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and in* a state of gloyjund tritunph, if any siufti 6tat# can 
possibly be on earth. I found those words of Peter verified 
on me in the pillory : •' If ye be reproached for the name of 
Christ, happy, are ye;' for the spirit of glory and of God 
resteth npon you, which on their part is blasphemed, but on 
yours glorified.*' YoT.mj rejoicing and glory was so great all 
the while, without intermission, in the pillory, that I can no 
more express it, than Paul could his ravishments in the third 
Heaven ; so as I could bqst, and most truly say, '' Amen " to 
those words of a godly woman, going along in, the troop near 
Charing Gross, at my return from banishment to London, 
which God was also pleased to dothe with so great glory. 
She said to me, '^ Oh, «ir, this is a glorious wedding-day." 
To whom I replied, " It is. indeed, blessed be God." *' Aye," 
said she ; '' but your wedding-day on the pillory was much 
more glorious." 1/ adifcxiiing the woman's, sp^oh, answered, 
** It is indeed most true, good woman ; blessed be our God." 

After the execution, 1 was carried again- the same day to 
my Fleet Prison, where mine ears, after the chirurgeon's 
blood-letting, w^re a-heiding till towards the end of July, 
when, before they were quite healed, I was hastened away to 
Lancaster, July 28th [1637]. 

Our fathers were no carpet knights 

Upon a smoothpcut lawn ; 
They scaled the breach and faced the foe, 

And. led a hope lorlbm. 

The legacy of truth they left,— 

The treasinre of- the yean : ' 
The right to read God^s word and think. 

They, bought "^th blood and 1;earB. 

And if we, recreant to our trust. 

This cdotdy treasure spurn, 
O well may Freedom veil her faioe, 

With shame and anger, bivm, 
O England, rise ! hold fast Gdd*8 word I 

Awake and teach oiur youlih 
To love those heroes of tiie night, 

Who held the torch of truth* 




^E watch our Khine, God's sweetest gift, 
The river of His truth ; 
The stream whence age must fetch its cheer, 
The glory of our youth.; 
Then let us watch it, young and old : 
This crystal stream prize more tiian gold. 

We*ll watch this stream ; it issues forth 

From Grod's own jasper throne ; 
Here we our thirst will ever slake, 

And drink from it alone. 
Thus drinking, watch we night and day ; 
Nome shall divert this stream away. 

Well watch this stream ; for on its banks 

Christ*s warriors bravely stand. 
And the blood of many a red cross knight 

Has erimscmed o*er its stvand ; . 
Mid wounds and strif e| war!s lurid glow, 
Th^y fell, that this pure stream might flow. 

We^ll watoh this stream ; for foes are near, 

To taint it at its source ; 
And still war struggles on its banks 

With thunders loud and hoarse ; 
Here faith oft faints and pants for breath. 
And gn^ples hard with sin and death.' 

We'll watch this stream ; f<Mr tis the bound 

Of heaven, wide-heading .here ; 
And toil we, fight we,— never yield, — 

To keep its water de^ ; 
Clear as the fount which feeds the rills 
In fatherland, beyond the hills. 

We'll watch this stream ; it guazdi our homey 

Our house and rest above ; 
And on its crystal bosom bears ' 

The Ark of Jeto's love. 
By this, then, we will siand or laU : 
OurRMneof Tiruth,^thi8isottr«U< , 
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W9*ll wateb tliia 8ti;^ftm ; its watei» ole^r 

Are free to all who come,— 
Free as the sunlight and the air, 

The stream which bears ns home. 
Come ! by this stream let all be bold : 
Onr birthright never shall be sold ! 

Men may come forth to foul this stream, 

But o'er us they shall pass : 
*Tis more to us than ritualist, 

The church, the priest, or mass ; 
Our Fathers bled to keep this stream ; 
To us its Yirtaes are no dream, 

sacred stream, beside whose flow 

" The Man of Sorrows " wept, 
Whose plaintiy^ knusic cheered His heart 

While love h«r vigil kept ; 
O living stceam, still greet our ew, 
And to the end our spirits cheer I 

O soldiers oi this Khineland — ^watch f • 

Though weary in the flght ; 
Behold the light it gilds the hills I — 

FaflssB the long sad night I 
See! see! bright streaks on yonder shore ! 
Jx> I morning breaks ! we watch no more. 



lAKY in the present day who have cast themselves off 
from the old moorings are still asking, like one of 
dd, What is truth ? And we think that Charles Haddon Spur- 
geon and his work is afair answer to this qtieBtioiiH-*And we 
quote him simply as s^fact near and accessible to all, and 0od 
speaks to us by facts as well as by words ; by what Be does as 
well as by what He 8cn/s, We, however, often lose the significance 
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of God's facts by looking at thein tinder the {nflnence of 
our onm ideals — and thinMng more of what we Hke than of 
what God means, and thus we lose the truth of that which claims 
our attention. It is not sufficient, then^ that we. ask |(imply, 
What is truth ? the spirit in which, we put the question often 
determines it beforehand ; for, with the scornful God will 
show Himself scornful, with the meek He wili show Himself 
meek. We say, then, that the life, labours, and success of 
Charles Haddon Spurgeon is a practical answer from God to the 
question, What is truth ? if by truth is meant thai which 
comes from God — that which quiokeas Uie. iioul^^-»th^t. which 
brings peace to the conscience, delivers* from the power of sin^ 
and strengthens and elevates the entire character^ ; ., 

It will be recollected that, in the year XS63, when l^r. Spur- 
geon was but nineteen years of age, h^caaiiexipjio London a poor 
and unknown youth to preach his first sermon to a^xnall aaidience 
in New Park Street Chapel. Most are familiar with the history 
of this great preacher since that period ; l^ow tha chapel 
speedily became too small for the increasing; CK^ogareglitiou, and 
had to be enlarged, and still continuing too siitaiteaed, the 
congregation adjourned to iBxeter-hall, from thence to the 
Surrey Gardens Music-hall. How the Metropolitan Tailemacle * 
was built and paid for and has continued full eVer since ; how 
its church members are counted not simply by hundreds but by 
thousands ; how a college has been started to fit young men 
for tbe CA^ri^tiiiii i^tnistxy, and huiidreda have gone forth to 
preach Christ and Him crucified, many with great success ; 
how the sale of Mr, S^'s sermona is uhprecfedenled, thei^ cir- 
culation, through various translations, extending nearly over 
the gi^eater part of the world ; and haw, thn>u^ the same in- 
strumentality, an Orphanage has been estal^hed at Stockwell, 
in whioh many orphans are olothed, fed, and edctoat^d. We 
know there are mJaniytWho would admit, the truth of all we 
have said; but their reply would be that the/originaUtiy, appn- 
taneous weall^ and poWerx)f the preacher would acoount for 
ifrhe whole, to whidi.we reply for the, whole of wkstt f 
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- That erowdfl hi^ve been brongbJi iogBther^'iitoiiiey^liM come in^ 
buildings haye beeft erected, fame has; been iacliieved. it may be ; 
bni would the thin^ mentioned ofikmaelvea ajkdapart fxom that 
gospel whieh erer Ha8:beei]^ and is still, preached^ and which - 
is said to be '' ike power' of God unto salvsrtion ib' the ease of 
all who l^elievd" — ac^unt for the 9i(>rd/ resfalts-— that the 
Sead have been made to live> ib» dronkacd^ made sober, the 
thief.. hoites^ the impure. '{)tu«; these are our'.witnesses^ Mr. 
Spurgeon^ would say, and we call upon those, who deny the 
truth of the gospel we preach, to produce similar results, by the 
most effident and eloquent instrumentality. 

We have called attention to the fact of Mr. Spurgeon*s work 
as illustrative of the truth and power of the gospel, (1) be- 
cause it IB not a thing hid in the dim and distant pirst, gather- 
ing dignity, importance, and sublimity from thd dimness and 
the distance ; (2) because the facts which lie near to us, how- 
eyer illustrative, instructive, and Worthy of attention, are 
generally overlooked ; we seldom value the teaching of persons 
or things until they are taken from us ; human nature still 
makes its pilgrimages to death shrines and garnishes the tombs 
of the prophets, closing its ear to the living voices of truth sur- 
rounding its path ; (8) because God embodies a meaning in all 
the facts surrounding us relating more especially to truth and 
error and will hold us aceauntabk for the uses we make of 
those facts. We say, then, that those who deny ihe truth of 
the gospel are bound to accoant for the moral results which 
ever follow more Or less its proclamation. We put our cause 
without fear upon the old challenge — "the God that answers by 
fire " — the fire of spiritual influence, conviction of sin, purifica- 
tion and victory over self and the world, let him be God ! And 
the working classes,^ especially before giving up Christ and His 
words, and choosing other masters and systems of human in- 
vention, will do well to remember that what the ' gospel has 
done without human aid and patronage in the experience, life, 
and work of Charles Haddon Spurgeon, the boy jHreacher, as 
he used to be termed, once poor, obsoute, and unknown, it can 
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do in t]i0 VLymwam t of otlbsn» md thaigsesi and tnas- 
oendeataB tileblefliiiiga aie wluck it MDgB io aU^ilio receive 
it, tbey ace eoBunimieaied aa fieety as the light of the soil ; 
aadaie alike the heritage off the poor and the ribh, the high 
and the lov, without diaimotioii of burtii» estate, or position, 
and that still the old truth holds good that he who ol old 
diose his aposties bom fishsmen, tazgaChsMsandtent^aatea 
stiU chooses ''the poor, rich in faith, and heiis of the kmg- 
dom." 

The age was getting wise, 

The gospel waxing old. 
And many followed Christ 

With heaiits both dead and cold ; 
Troth hid her scars, dasl too real. 
And wept o'er woonds shecoald not heaL 

Some ssid it would not do 

To preach the naked trnth. 
The eagle now had lost 

Its yigonr and its youth, 
Its eye of fire— its day had past, 
When high it soared 'mid stormy blast. 

Othem said gospel notes 

Have lost their power to cheer. 
And other musk now 

Must gain the public ear. 
€k>d called a boy unknown to fame, 
While thousands wondered whence he came. 

**Boy I touch My hMp,** said Grod, 

** m breathe upon its strings ; " 
Whenlol such notes sprang forih 

As when an angel sings; 
A nation almost stooped to hear 
The ringing notes so sweet and clear. 

Twas strange to see that youth 
As he stood up to play, 
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To mark his fingers move 

And all the strings obey ; 
And yet not strange, their supple ease 
Sprang from a faith which GM would please. 

Oh, 'twas a wondrous sight, 

To see that comely boy, 
Bold, earnest, simple, fresh, 

Lit up with holy joy. 
With silver trumpet tones ring forth 
The Saviour's love, the Saviour's worth. 

To see his happy face 

Mid crowds of young and old, 
To mark his living words 

Seize sinners dead and cold. 
To see them rise in their embrace 
The trophies of victorious grace. 

To see the rich and poor. 

The high as well as low, 
Excited all alike 

And heaving to and fro ; 
Oh, what sweet notes each ear doth fill 
The boy unconscious of his skill t 

We have some lessons here, 

Our ear the Master seeks, 
Oh, may we hear His voice, 

And listen while He speaks ; 
'^ Preach thou My gospel without fear, 
And I will make the deaf to hear." 

Wouldst thou reach human hearts ? 

Let faith and love inspire. 
These, these must move thy lips 

And clothe thy words with fire ; 
Be much with Christ, preach 'neath His eye, 
So shall thy preachins; never die. 

a 
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If Grod's own wozidB luiTe power 

To renovate the soul, 
To loose the bonds oi goilt, 

£ach pafidon to control ; 
Then let each hide them in his heart, 
And from the gospel never part. 




[ho is there that has not heard of Mr. George MUller 
and of his wonderfol Orphan Houses on Ashley 
Down? 

The spirit which actuated Mr. MtiUer, and the object he had 
in view in commencing and carrying on his great work through 
which many thousands of poor orphans have found the blessing 
of a Christian home, is stated by himself in the following few 
simple words. " I began the orphan work in 1835, as may 
be seen at full length in my narrative^ where I state the reasons 
which led to it, my chief object was the glory of God, by 
giving a practical demonstration as to what could be accom- 
plished simply through the instrumentality of prayer and 
faith, in order thus to benefit the ohurch of Christ at large, 
and to lead a careless world to see the bealitt of the things of 
God, by showing th^m in this work that the LiviNa GFoD is 
still, as 4,000 years ago, the living God. This, my aim, has 
been abundantly honoured ; " and to what extent, the reader will 
be able to judge when he is informed that the whole amount 
of contributions received by Mr. Miiller for the work of the 
Lord in his hands, without asking an individual for a penny, is 
upwards of FouB Hi72n)BED and Fobtt-fiye Thousand 
Pounds I 
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In tbe face of tbis work, aocomplished bj simple faitb in 
God, would it not be well if many, before parting with the 
word of God, would at least inquire what scepticism, secu- 
larism, and infidelity, have accomplished — where are their 
orphan houses, reformatories, and hospitals ? Surely, we may 
judge of systems as of men by their fruits. 

It is a striking sight to watch the orphans passing through 
the streets of Bristol, on their way to attend Divine worship. 
Every Sunday morning they may he seen marching, two and 
two, up and down the hilly thoroughfares of that ancient 
city, on their way to Bethesda Chapel, where ^r. Mtiller mini- 
sters, there to hear the words of eternal life expounded. Each 
OFphan house contributes its troop of two or tjiree hundred 
children. The boys and girls being marshalled in separate 
bands, and accdmpanied by their different masters, matrons, 
and teachers. True, indeed, is the saying so often in sub- 
stance heard expressed — " That silent stream of children is 
the most powerful sermon ever preached in the Gity of 
Bristol" . 

• 

Sweet silent stream, your pensive flow 

Reflects the light of heaven, 
We see faith's beauty all aglow, 

Love's pledge and token given ; 
Each orphan child a sparkling wave, 

Each little voice a choir ; 
Both say that love each clime shall lave, 

And faith all hearts inspire. 

Sweet faith which bade this beauteous stream 

From death's cold regions start. 
All lighted up with mercy's beam, 

To cheer the broken heart ; 
O death, faith bids you sing her praise 

As stooping from the skies. 
She meekly bends the poor to raise, 

And wipes the orphans' eyes. 
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O silent staream of youthful hearts, 

Sheltered in faith's warm nest ; 
Your simple witness light imparts, 

To guide the heart to rest ; 
The wreck of faith makes many glad, 

Doubt wears a lofty name ; 
The children's witness, mute and sad, 

Puts even it to shame. 




lO neglect at any time preparation for death, is to sleep 
on our post at a siege ; to omit it in old age, is to 
sleep at an attack. — Johnson. 

** Had I health I should be as ambitious as ever ; but the 
uncertainty of life extinguishes such plans. I am, in a sense, 
necessary to my own dear ones, otherwise there is little I can 
do Qow. I should not find it easy to think of leaving them. 
But setting that aside — ^What are a few more years of thia 
life ? To have dying well over — behind me, not before — and 
life's trial ended happily, would be bliss indeed ; but let me 
not doubt the Son of God. Is death worse in real danger than 
thirty years of life ? Surely not. Have I not been marvel- 
lously kept t Then I can launch out, I hope, trustfully. Oh, 
forsake not the work of thine own hands I At least, let me 
live, as if living only for each single day as God gives it. My 
lot at this moment abounds in mercy. Hear my cry, Lord. 
May I be ready when Thou comest. This is my duty — the 
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plain duty of my position — not to be afraid. I cannot pro- 
claim Christ, cannot actively serve Him, but I am bound to 
glorify Him by rising above the fear of death. Is not 
cowardice treason ? Fear not then death, saith my Lord. 
Great words, the power of death is broken I Captivity is 
captive. May Christ set me free from that disgraceful bondage 
— fear of death." — Robert Alfred VaughanJ* 

** It is good, surely, to be put utterly out of conceit with 
what seems at other times so attractive, to see the vanity of 
nourished ambition, and how the banner on the house-top is 
nothing with horror on the hearth." — Ihid. 

*' At the foot of the cross alone can we with safety reflect 
upon ourselves. Beasoning may make us believe, but the 
sense of guilt causes us to feel that Christ must be divine." — 
Ihid. 

No f ooVs magniloquence is here, 

But purpose wise and strong; 
If death is not beneath our feet, 

What music hath our song; 
" A gleaming banner on the house 

And honor on the hearth ;" 
The greatest cheat of all the cheats 

To which our pride gives birth. 

O brave young heart t O gifted soul ! 

So richly freighted — ^rare, 
We bless our Grod for thy sweet life 

And monogram most fair. 
O King of heaven, we praise that love. 

While mourning o'er our loss, 
Which made this regal soul to. stoop 

And blossom neath Thy cross. 

That Thou didst teach him how to think. 

His heart by truth made free, 

- - ■ • - 

* Thii highly gifted and cultured man, the author of "Hours with the 
Mystica,*' died at the early age of 34. See his life by his reverend father. Bx)bt. 
Vaoghan, D.D. A most touching and instructire biography for thoughtful 
Christian young men.— Maemillan and Co. 
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And 80 by simple ehildlike faith 
Reach all by reaching Thee : 
* Braised neath the diadow of Thy love, 
This princely heart doth teach, 

And show us how a broken life 
The highest life can reach. 

Oh, may we learn the lesson well, 

Imprint it on each mind, 
We have not reached life's hi^est goal, 

Till "Death is left behind." 
Whatever the prize which genius brings, 

Or toil and wealth may gain, 
Life*s greatest triumph is not reached 

*Till death itself is slain. 




^ ^imtin §ife ; jofr, ^tfis io S^ncatii. 

AM persuaded that what we have to aim at is not to 
accomplish any certain thing, to do a certain good ; 
but, in whatever position we are placed, to make it minister to 
heavenly-mindedness, to i^irifcual ccmfonnity, this is hearing 
the Shepherd's voice ; so may an abbreviated, maimed, and per- 
secuted life, stiU fulfil itself in bearing, in witnessing, which 
may be enough for their existence-— the rest above. — Robert 
Alfred Vavghan, 

The highest life we aU can reach, , 

No barriers are found here, 
Both rich and poor may climb this hi]l 

And reach this temple fair. 

To follow Christ with patient zeal, 

Where'er His love may lead. 
To kiss the hand which brings the rod 

Is to be great indeed. 
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Wherever we are to hold the tmth. 

And witness to itB power, 
Hopeful and patient through the nighty 

And bright when dark clouds lower. 

Thus may a life though poor and sad, 

In either young or oM, 
Transmute by faith while struggling here 

Life's dross and tin to gold. 

Though broken, still can reach success, 

Victorious in defeat, 
Unknown beneath the eye of God, 

Stand *mong the truly great. 




^ ^0tf)i Svimt ; at, %^t §ilg auir i^t 

jAEOH 18th, 1857— <HiB last birthday.) "Now thirty- 
four years old. How mercifully spared! Christ 
is providence to me— the hand pierced gives me this con- 
tinuance of life — my Life gives it me. He will animate it — He 
will, as I pray, make me bring forth more fruit, true vine as 
He is ! For this He died — for this very purpose, that whether 
we wake or sleep, we should live together with Him. How 
precious is that humanity to me* How it enables me to 
realise Him — the wondrous, far l>eyond and above, yet mine 
and 6very thirsting needy soul. Unimaginable, inconceivable 
wisdom ! — Robert Alfred Vaughan. 

My future is altogether on the lily and the sparrow footing. 
I never did look forward far — now less than ever. I have no 
dissipated day-dreams to mourn over, for I never indulged 
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them. I think I now reap the benefit of having always con-, 
centrated my mind on present action, working after my own 
standard, and leaving the future. — Ibid. 

Bn^ye heart bo yoong, yet rich in grace. 

Thy hopes all wrecked in time ; ^ 

The music of thy rimple faith 

Hath made thy life sublune. 
Thy providence a living Christ, 

Thy faith in Him could live, 
In shades of death could find such joy. 

As God alone can give. 

Thy faith inspired by heaven*s own love. 

Here crowned thee as a king. 
Bang like the birds, and from the flowers 

Grod*s hidden love could bring ; 
The outward form all frail and weak. 

Bent neath the chastening rod — 
The hidden life majestic rceie, 

Victorious in its Grod. 

O blessed life to live on love. 

The love of Him who died, 
To know mid shades of coming death, 

Our hearts with life alliecU 
By faith to enter into rest, 

To live within the day. 
The love of Christ a present sun 

Which drives each cloud away. 

Oh, tis not health, it is not wealth, 

Keeps sorrow from our door, 
We may have all, yet nothing have, 

life shrivelled, weak, and poor. 
Oh, let love's sleeping genius speak, 

And kill our care and strife, 
Christ is the portion of the soul, 

Our highest, truest life. 




[0 be contented, grateful in the enjoyment of prosperity, 
patient in tribulation, making all a help to faith, and 
a means of drawing us Godward, instant in prayer, watm and 
broad in love, vigilant and strenuous in working, if work be 
possible, this is to live. So the life will he woven for us hy 
God, — Robert Alfred Yaughan* 

Oh, let me live a woven life. 

Such as they live above. 
Not twisted by our own poor skill. 

But by the hand of love. 

The pattern perfect — ^traced above, 

For faith to work out here, 
Each letter spelling out Christ's love 

In language mute but fair. 

And to this end help me to yield . 

My all to Thee, O Lord, 
My life made plastic by Thy love 

And moulded by Thy word. 

So shall my life mid tangled threads, 
And colours dark and bright, 

Shine out the legend of thy love, 
However dark the night. 



** Precious in the sight of the Lord is the death of His saints."- 
Psalm cxYi. 15. 

H, what a hook is every saint. 
Written by Love's own hand, 

A page of truth which none but God 
Can fully understand. 




42 THS OBBAT SIGHT ; 

.4 Cflr6/net with gold inlaid, 
Most pure from wisdom^s zaine ; 

Gemmed with such precious ^nes of truth, 
As on Cl^rist's breast do shine. 

A garment wrought by Love?s own hand 

Which Christ Himself shall wear ; 
xi shock of corn which fuDy ripe, 
. Love's hands alone can beieu:. 

A flower whose secret roots are fed 

With living sap di^e. 
Whose fragrance must for ev^ Hve 

And beauty ever shine. 

A temple by God's hand upreared, 

And polished every stone. 
Whose strength and purity proclaim 

'' This work is God's aJone ! '' 

A mirror where God's eye can see 

His beauty with delight, 
Which e'en before His jasper throne 

Reflects His image bright. 

A vessel frail — ^yet richly filled 
With treasures of the King ; 

Ko wonder death should hear Him say, 
" This to My palace bring ! " 



'^ How great is the folly of that science which denies the power of 
revelation innate in man, in order to date the discovery of truth from 
the meagre labours upon a fragment of Creation, studied by one single 
faculty of the mind.'*-*ifa2zmi. 

*< In all my study of the ancient times I have always felt the want 
of something, and it was not till I knew our Lord that all was clear to 
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me ; with Him there is nothing that I am not able to solve,** •^Letter 
o/Johann V, Mutter to Karl Bownet, 

''The soul of man was not produced by keaYen.or earth, but was 
breathed immediately from God ; so the ways and dealings of God 
with spirits are not included in nature, that is the law of heav^i and 
earth, but are reserved to the law of E[is secret will and grace.'* — Baeon^ 
a confession of faith. 

''And so at last, even if, as in the vision of the past, each step crumble 
behdid us into the darkness-*-stiU, springing from cjrystal step ta 
crystal step, we are caught up into the heaven of heavens^ and see 
things which it is not possible for man to utter ; we spring upon the 
wing9 of Faith over the boundless gulf, and pass from man to God. — 
And there in those infinite abysses ; there in that white radiance ot 
an unstained eternity ; there, with Him to whose vision the whole 
starlit sky is but as one white gleam in the intense inane, there where 
.time and death are not ; where the wings of thought sink powerless 
amid the void — safe in His invisible keeping." — Rev. F. W. Farran, 
M.A. 

"He who would see Christ transfigured, must, as Origen says» 
dimb the hill; below are crowds, demoniacs> and faithless disciples." 
• ^ I know men, and Jesus Christ is not a man. Superficial minds.see 
a resemblance between Christ and the founders of empires, and the 
gods of other religions. That retemblance doe* not exist : There is 
between Christ and aU other religions whatever the distance of infinity ; 
from the first day to the last He is the same." Napoleon ; Table Talk, 

" It is with man's Soul as it was with Nature ; the beginning of 
X7reation is— Light. Till the eye have vision, the whole members are 
in bonds. JDivine mcxnent, when over the tempest-tost Soul, as once 
over the wild weltering Chaos, it is spoken : Let there be light ! Ever 
to the greatest that has felt such moment, is it not miraculous, and God- 
announcing ; even as, under simpler figures, to the simplest and least ? 
The mad primeval discord is hushed ; the rudely-jumbled inflict- 
ing elements bind themselves into separate Firmaments ; deep, silent 
rock-foundations are built beneath ; and the skyey vault with its 
everlasting Luminaries above ; instead of a dark wasteful chaos, we 
have a blooming, fertile, heaven-encompassed world. 

I too could now say to myself t Be no longer a Chaos, but a 
World, or even Worldkin. Produce ! Produce I Were it but the 
pUifuUest infinitesimal fraction of a product, produce it in God*s name I 

Tis the utmost thou hast in thee : out with it then. Up, up } 
whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy whole might. Work 
while it is called To-day ; for the night cometh, wherein no man can 
work." 
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tHABLES B. was a sensitiye, thouglitfiil, <Lreamy boy ; 
he had, howey^r, a Christian mother, a woman of 
gentle spirit and greatly afflicted, to whom he was tenderly 
attached. He could not very well understand what it was in 
her that so commanded his reverence and love ; but it was, as 
he was ultimately led to perceive, the spirit of Christ and 
true religion. He had been accustomed from his childhood 
to hear the sound of her voice in prayer to Gk>d ; and often, in 
the impressive silence of the night, the subdued sobs and cries 
pf her voice, speaking to her Father in heaven, in periods of 
pain and sorrow, had caught his sensitive ear, and melted 
him again and again into tears. He well knew that she 
had no other helper in the wide world than God ; no refuge 
but secret prayer. 

The time airived when Charles B. must go into the world ; 
it was a happy day to him, for he hoped as the fruit of his 
labour to be able to help his mother, and to mitigate her 
toil and sorrow. 

Being placed where he had free access to a large library, 
and being fond of reading, he read voraciously and indiscrimi* 
nately all that came in his way. The result was that in a 
few years he lost his little faith in God and became a sceptic ; 
the writings of Bjrron and Volney being his especial favourites. 
His past experiences of sorrow, and the sufferings which he 
had seen for years resting upon his mother, together with the 
neglect and unkin^ness of the world, fostered in his soul a 
tendency to misanthropy and a disposition to doubt the super* 
vision of an intelligent and loving God. This state of mind 
made the works of the above-mentioned authors acceptable to 
him ; their mistrust, despair, and sorrow, congenial to his 
feelings. 

Still, he was not happy ; he felt that the world without 
hope and God was a mockery and a cheat, and with the 
heathen philosopher, that " the great end of life was to be 
like God,'' that " He was the beginning, middle, and end ol 
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all things;" and hence he could not feel happy in living 
altogether without prayer ; indeed, the low plaintive tones of 
his mother's voice followed him, and it often seemed io him 
as though he felt her hand gently resting upon his brow, and 
repeating lovingly her old admonition, '* Wherever you may 
be, do not fail to pray to God, Charles.'* 

At last, from his old feeling of love for his mother, and 
partly to pacify the secret restlessness of his mind, he com- 
posed a prayer addressed to the unknown God, asking for His 
teaching and help, and this he repeated night a ad morning. 

About this time he read again the writings of Milton, and 
with his sublime epic was so fascinated that he could scarcely 
read anything else ; and as that great man acknowledged the 
God of the Scriptures — the God of the Jews — he was led to 
open the Bible and read it again. 

The wonderful insight and sententious wisdom of .the book 
of Proverbs, the wail of despair in Ecclesiastes, the Lamenta* 
tions of Jeremiah, the bold imagery, tenderness, and force of 
the seraphic Isaiah, wonderfully struck his mind and arrested 
his judgment. From these he went to the Life of Christ, 
and, as the beauty of His character dawned progressively upon 
him, by contrast he perceived his own unlikeness to God, 
especially in relation to the dominant principle of selfishness 
which prevailed in his heart, and which he perceived was so 
opposed to the very nature of God, as revealed and illustrated 
by Christ's love. Thus Charles B. was convinced of sin, and 
felt persuaded that Christ was truly the Teacher sent from 
God, who had a right to his faith and the allegiance of his 
soul. Intellectual pride and love of the world's smile still, 
however, so held him in bondage, that he did not at once sur- 
render himself to Christ. 

At last, while listening to the Gospel from the lips of a 
preacher, such a ravishing sight of the love and beauty of 
Christ was given him, that the chains of sin, love of self and 
the world, were broken, and he fell at the feet of Christ, 
bathing them with tears of penitence, as he gave himself 
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entirely into His hands^ a loving, willingr, and obedient child. 
Oh, the light, love, joy, and peace which followed that surrender I 

Sin ^aa dethroned, the world thrown out of the heart, and 
Charles B. rose from his knees a changed man ; he felt his 
entire being completely revolutionised. He received Christ, 
obeyed Him, and devoted himself to His service and the good 
of others. Under the influence of that love, and engaged in 
that service, he has now continued up to the present time. 

What was it that accomplished this change ? It could not 
be mental weakness or superstition, for his intellect was left 
brighter and as much devoted to the imperial claims of all 
tt*uth as ever, and when he believed in Christ at the very time 
there were many difficulties in his mind unremoved ; his mind, 
too, has grown in mental strength and God-given comprehen- 
siveness ever since. 

It could not have been the influence of any evil principle to 
be justly deplored, for not only did it strengthen and leave 
the mind free, but it purified the life, and led the young man 
to deny himself, and to devote himself to works of benevolence 
and love ; it intensified his human love, and led him to labour 
for the outcast and miserable. 

Here, then, is a fact to be accounted for, an experience as 
truly a fact in the realms of mind as any with which we are 
familiar in the realms of matter. 

Those of us who believe in the influence of God's Spirit 
upon the human soul, who believe that Christ is His own 
witness, and that His words, like the light of heaven, are 
in relation to moral consciousness self-witnessing words, 
have no difficulty in accounting for such an experience ; we say 
ib is sublimely intelligent, or, as Charles B. once said, " with 
such a sight I could not but believe." It remains for those 
who deny the Divinity of Christ and His teaching to give a 
reasonable and adequate account of the experience we have 
described. It exists ; it is a fact ; let it, like other facts, be 
intelligently accounted for. 
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ijl^iittig's ^{IWm^ : «r, i\t^ <^tt of fh^ Ittast^r. 

We toil and fret, oft truth deride, 
, Slight beauty blushing at our side ; 

light from mock suns we seek to greet, 

With stars of truth beneath our feet ; 

We walk by lamps half hid from si^t. 

Despise ihe sun, and cry iar light ; 

The truths for which our fathers died 

Are often spumed or worse belied ; 
All this in sight of sights most fair, 
Which waits to bless us everywhere. 
The lovely face of Christ. 

We nurse our dreams and find hope dead, 

Then mope and sigh and cry for bread ; 

We gra^ at things we cannot reach, 

Then bkme our God for want of speech ; 

All things below we seek to ecan, 

The wotks of God, the skill of man ; 

We will not have our gods belied, 

And study aD but Him who died ! 
AD this in sight of sights most fair, 
Which waits to bless us everywhere, 
The lovely face of Christ. 

The forms of beauty on the earth. 
Which toil and struggle into birth ; 
The scattered rays which from afar 
Bring down the brightness of a star ; 
The sparkling glories of the sea ; 
The beauty bom of mystery ; 
We toil and seek to reach the light, 
Which mocks our weary aching sight ; 

Lifers mystic monograms we trace, 

But Oh, the light of Jesu's face, 
., . This, this, we do not seek. 
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Yet this brings light more bright by far 
Than sun, or moon, or distant star ; 
This scatters doubt and kills eachiear, 
Reveals a Presence ever near ; 
Bears its own witness to the soul, 
Gives strength its passions to control ; 
Delivers from the power of sin, 
And makes us strong and pure within. 

*Tis more than words, or books, or creed ; 

*Tis life ; 'tis God ; 'tis all we need ! 
For it is Christ Himself! 

O fflght of sights, of all most fair, 
Reveal thy beauty everywhere ! 
The poor man*s wealth, the rich man's joy. 
Sweet source of peace without alloy ; 
The highest gift to man e'er given,— 
The seal of life, the pledge of heaven : 
O light which shines when day must go ! 
O dawn of hope and death of woe ! 

O Friend who lives, all others gone ; 

God, truth, and bliss, — yea, all in one ! 
Most lovely face of Christ ! 




legitimate tendency and work of materialism is well 
put by Mazzini in his terrible description of this age, 
but too true of many. *' Belief is extinct, there is only pretence ; 
prayer is no more, there is only movement of the lips; true love 
is no more, desire has taken its place; The warfare of ideas only 
is abandoned, the conflict is that of interests. The worship of 
great thoughts has passed away. That which is raises the 
tattered banner of some corpse-like traditions; that which 



OB, W0BD8 ar WABnma; 49 

would be lioisis only the standard of physical wants, of material 
appetites. Materialism is the real danger of the age ; but 
when theology has been converted into anthropology, which 
Feuerbach calls the task of the modem times, then, there being 
no God left, and no doctrine of immortality, men may continue 
illogically to utter the holy words progress and dutyy but they 
have deprived the first of its basis and the second of its source,** 
There are, I know, many to whom eril as such is not an 
object of abhorrence; they have no clear perception of its 
radical and necessary unlikeness to good. Qood and evil do 
not appear to them to belong to two different spheres of being, 
but only to represent different^ points along the same line. 
Thus they lose — ^mark this well — all real love for, all real power 
of, appreeiating real good, real sanctity ; for the two things go 
altogether. To love truth and righteousness is to hate their 
contraries. This is constantly expressed in Ps. cxix., which 
reveals, perhaps, more than any part in Holy Scripture the 
inner movements of a life simply devoted to God. And 
accordingly, it is a mark of the man who has reached an ad- 
vanced stage on the downward path, " Neither doth he abhor 
anything that is evil.'* This hatred of evil is, in fact, the 
reverse side of the soul's love of Qod, the one perfect good. 
It has been remarked that the easy tolerance of moral evil is one 
of the most alarming features of our otvn day; it is one of those 
tendencies which sap the very springs of civilization^ which eat 
out the vigour and the core of its life. We do not see its advance ; 
it is in the air, it gilds the dangers around us with nothing less 
than a deceptive beauty ; it makes «s easy and tolerant when it 
would be the veriest mercy to condemn ; it makes us in private 
life sensitive about being stiff, and old-fashioned, and wanting 
in sympathy for new and striking ideas about moral matters. 
It makes us delight in moral paradoxes, which startle religious 
persons of the generation which is passing away; it makes men 
talk of the Holy Gk)d as if He were all benevolence, and in no 
real sense justice; it blinds men to the moral necessities which 

drew the Eternal Son down into our vale of tears to die as a 

4 
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propitiation for htuuan sin ; it makes men turn away almost 
with fierce indignation from God's own revelations respecting 
the eternal world, because these rerelations imply that He is 
in virtue of His necessary, His indestructible essence, irreconcil- 
able with self -chosen evil. Thus it penetrates society and public 
morals, and thus it debases sometimes that heaven-sent faith 
which alone can save them. And when it has done its work, 
it has most assuredly prepared the way for the ruin which awaits 
effeminate generations. It may be some enemy from without 
who is to give the predestined shock ; it may be some domestic 
revolution within ; it may be some vast national naisfortune 
which taxes the energies, the devotion of all, and which at the 
critical moment finds the majority wanting ; the catastrophe 
may be almost indefinitely varied; the moral cause, depend 
upon it, is ever at the bottom of the same. — Eev. Henry Parry 
Liddon, M,A. 




;HE window whence the mind looks out, 
The canvas of the soul ; 
The vestibule whence thoughts' own light 

Gleams forth beyomd control ; v 

The picture-book which memory tints, 

With colours bright as day ; ' 
Faith's holy shrine around whose walls 
Love's sunbeams often play. 

The hock in which the past appei^ 

And with unconscious hand 
Writes up the diary of our grief, 

Which joys and hopes have planned ; 
The spirit's sky whose rainbow tints 

Change like an April day; 
The tablet where life^ deeds are cut 
r . In lines which last for aye. 
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« 

The fair white Boreeii dexwik o'er the stage, 

E'er play and speech begm, 
Through which an outline oft is caught, 

Of what transpires within; 
The meeting place of life and death, 

Of love and hatred too, 
Where truth and falsehood side by side 

All passive meet the view. 

The regal crest of heaven's own make, 

Of noble, godlike form, 
Which shows man's glory, though so marred, 

Of more than earth is bom ; 
The pensive beauty of the years 

Which weeps its own decay, 
Too often showing 'mid its tears 

Its best hopes far away. 

" The glory of God in the face of Jesus Christ"— a Cor. iii. 7. 

Th]^R£ is a face ii^ which we see 

What skill can n^ver trace ; 
The hand of genius here must fail, 

And faint before its grace ; 
The mind which throws its lustre bright 

Upon this temple fair, 
Is pure as God's own sapphire throne. 

When angels worship there. 

Oh, bright the beamings of this face, 

As yon de^ crystal sea ; 
For God Himself looks through these eyes 

In pensive majesty. 
O human shrine of Godlike grace, 

What glory here we see ; . 
The human and divine here blend, 

In love's own mystery ! 

How deep the wisdom of our God ! 

Beyond our reason's ken, 
Imagination's utmost flight, 

Or dreams or thought of men ; 
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Here all our stnDg^ in iroidflr dicB^ 
Fails an our boasted speedhi — 

To pomt tbe faeanty of tkat lace 
No angers tfeoni^t ean readu 

The minar of a qwtksB Hm], 

Blight with each fanlllcsB gxaca. 
Each line a leasoa of pure love^ 

Where we each Yirtue trace* 
O lofty brow I O cheeks so fair 1 

lO eyes so pore and meekl 
O holy lips, whence love distils 

On humble hearts that seek I 

O face, the home of perfect peacel 

Where smiles each virtae fiiir, 
Yet where the lines of anguish speak 

Of grief beyond compare. 
O face, where truth enthroned stts^ 

In regal, kingly grace, 
And smiles benignant on each heart . 

That seeks her love to trace ! 

O face, mild beaming like a star, 

In sorrow^B gloom and night. 
Yet brighter than the Bun*s full ray, 

Effulgent, clear^ and bright ! 
O face of faces aQ, Bkost feir. 

Moist deeply pierced by Bin, 
And yet whose every loc4 declared 

The temple pure within 1 

O face, whose fianile on human hearts 

Falls like the light of heaTen ; 
The death of guilt, the balm of grief, 

And pledge of sins forgiyen ; 
O face, one glimpse of which e*en here 

Brings bliss without alloy, 
Whose unveiled charms, when seen above, 

Fill heaven itself with joy. 
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li3 4jar^itt jlqatlt. 

" His visage was so marred more than any man.***— Isa. lii. 1 4. 

Those dove-like eyes, now closed in death, 
Through which sweet mercy beamed j 

That brow, where truth imperial sat, 
By deep rude furrows seamed ; 

O face in life love's own sweet page, 

< In death more clearly seen, 

As through each crimson channel deep, 
We. see where pain hath been, 

O holy head, thus bowed so low ! 

O locks, all stained with gore ! 
O purple lines, that spelt a love 

Man cDuld not read before. ! 
O temple torn by haiish, rude thoras, 

The speaiB of sin*s own ipot| 
Where blooms in beauty evermore 

Hope'« sweetest, purest fruit I 

O face, through which, though veiled iM>w, 

God*s justice grandly shines, 
Where death through sin most deeply scored 

His darkest, deepest lines ! 
O lips, the home of perfect love^ 

The ruby gates of peace. 
Through which truth's clear pellucid stream 

Shall flow <uid never incase ! 

R 

O face, where sorrow looked its love, 

And piatiaKse sat and' wiep^f 
Where every grace through life!a dark night 

Its long, sad vigil kept ; 
O ffice, the sun of heaven*s own bliss, 

So bright, yet far away, . 
On broken hearts thy beauty dawns, 

The pledge of perfect' ^y. 
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O temple broken, marred, and soiled. 

By Satan's ruthless hand, 
Destined all faultless yet to rise, 

In hearen^s own light to stand ; 
O lips, now sealed, which yet shall plead 

With eloquence divine ; 
O visage, now so strangely marred. 

Which yet in heaven shall shine. 

O locks an bathed in death's own dew. 

Which yet shall wear a crown ; 
O eyes, the fire of which, though quenched, 

Shan yet flash ^ory down ; 
O face, o*er which our'love oft weeps 

With sad reproachful tears ; 
Our faith e'en now beholds Thee reign, 

And triimiphs o*er its fears. 

The light ne'er seen on sea or land 

Shall yet adorn that head 
Which stooped to wear the plaited crown, 

And slept among the dead ; 
Though veiled here by clouds of sense, 

And sorrow's darkest night. 
Above the highest heavens now raised. 

Faith hails thy sceptre bright. 



Wilt SSIjeut iztt. 

0. had a beautiful engraving of the Cruciflxion of 
OHrist hanging in his room, and said that often 
the thought of that beautiful, sad, and patient face, when 
exposed to the scorn and persecution of those with whom he 
worked, on account of his attachment to Christ, had subdued 
his anger, and kept him from, returning evil for eviL 
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The lips were closed, the eyes looked sad, 

The brow was pale and torn. 
Yet a holy peace shone through that face, 

like that of tempest bom ; , 

And the vision of that beauteoiu face 

Haunted me night and day, 
And the fiends of hell who sought my life 

Before it fled awa}^. 

When Passion came with flashing eyes, 

And said, " Kow strike the blow ! " 
Light gent^ sped from that pale face, 

And passion was laid low. 

Then Justice came, with lips compressed: 

" Rerenge,'* she said, " those lies ! " 
Anger arose, but an^er fell 

Before those silent eyes. 

Ambition came : " Will you,'* she said, 

" Brave heart, my smile now gain ? ** 
When, lo ! a look from that pale face, 

And even Pride was slain. 

Oppressed with toil and sorrow's night, 

Faith bowed her drooping head ; 
Twas but a look from those meek eyes, 

^e Bprang as from the dead. 

Then Pleasure came, all love and smiles, 

Bright, cheerful as the day ; 
Before the light of that sweet face 

Her beauty passed away. 

'Mid crowds, aad noise, and toil and strife, 

Faith lost Love*s healing balm ; 
But looking up — *^ that face again ! ** 

And, lo ! the heart was calm ! 

O face of faces all most fair ! 

O eyes so meek yet true 1 ' 
In life and death, Oh, inay our faith 

Thy beauty still pursue! 
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Like a rose in some lone garden 

Shedding forth its sweets around, 
like a lilj, lading, smitten, 

Its pale face upon the ground ; 
O lone heart, all patient waiting, 

Longing /or the break of dajr, 
Comes at last thy heart's true Bridegproom, 

lio. He speaks, " Come, come away I ** 

IT was O/s first sermon, . and, like many other yonng 
preachers, he carried vdth him the first flower which 
had opened to him in the garden of truth, and regaled his spi- 
ritual senses with its fragrance and beauty, thinking far more 
of these than of its adaptation to the people or their circum- 
stances to whom he was to preach. The text was : — " Until 
the day break and the shadows fiee away, I will get me to the 
mountain of Myrrh and the hill of Frankincense/' The 
sermon, delivered with warmth and feeling, appeared to gire 
great satisfaction, and one young female, attired in black, was 
especially earnest in tendering her thanks to the young 
preacher; this was Margaret P., a member of the little church. 

From this young person about three months afterwards, 
C. received a message stating that she was very ill, and re- 
questing the favour of an early visit. 

C. complied with the request at once, and on calling to see 
her was conducted to her room — there he found a young and 
singularly beautiful woman stretched upon the bed in the last 
stages of consumption, the features were perfect, the hair dark 
as the raven's wing, the eyes large and full of expression, and 
the whole face lighted up with the preternatural brilliancy 
and glow of that dreadful disease which is one of the scourges 
of this country. 

Poor Margaret P. ; her simple tale of quiet suffering and 
unknown heroism was soon told — the passage upon which 
the young preacher had built his first sermon some months 
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ago, and wbioh hlid so refreslied lier spirit, was one through 
which, in oircomstanceB of distress, for some years she had 
ioxmd hope. Some time l;)efor6 her yonthfol heart had been 
brought to a knowledge of the love of her Savionr, she had 
been engaged to a young man whom she tenderly loved, 
and they had been in the habit of spending their Sabbath 
evening together in such a way as their taste and faticy 
might dictate ; generally walking in the countiy or by the 
margin of a river not far from home^ Having been brought, 
however, to feel her obligations to heir Saviour, Margaret P. 
felt that such conduct could not be continued, and strove to 
•induce her betrothed to accompany her to the house of God ; 
to this he was very averse, and, on one Sabbath-^day told her 
that if she wotdd not accompany him on a ramble of pleasure 
they must part^ and that for ever. Po(»r Margaret's heart was 
full, she made no reply, but silently and with weeping eyes 
turned her face to the house of G-od. Her lover stood watching 
ber for a few moments, then turned his back> and went in an 
opposite direction*, and so they parted, never to meet again 
4mtil the archangeFs blast shall bring them together before 
that bar whete the secrets of all hearts will be revealed, and 
where the Judge shall make no mistake as to the character of 
those before him. 

Poor, young, stricken heart! scatcely eighteen summers 
•dawned upon thee; how great was thy grief on that evening, 
■hbw great also thy almost unconscious and innocent victory — 
the hymns and the sennon were ho doubt very good, but poor 
Margaret's heart was too full to pay much attention t6 
"either. On first parting with her lover, she expected to hear 
his footsteps following her, or, at least, l^at he would come to 
her side in the house of God, as he had done before ; but he 
came not, and this evening, at least, she forgot to look after 
"the Bridegroom of her soul, looking after hita, and returning 
home without his company. On entering into her little, quiet 
room, she cast herself down upon the bed and gave vent to her 
pent-up grief in a passionate flood of tears. The night was 



58 UNTOLD LOVB. 

long, restleas, f eyerish, and sad ; bat, as Uie morning broke and 
light touched her window with the rays of hope^ the young, 
sad heai^t arose, and, falling upon her knees, sought strength 
from Him who will not break the braised reed nor queneh the 
smoking flax ; nor was it sought in vain. At her usual duties 
Margaret P. was seen^ and with no perceptible marks of the 
storm upon her quiet, beautiful face. 

Days wore away, and no tidings of her lover. Would he 
keep his word this time ? He had often threatened that, if 
she would persist in going to the house of God, he would leave 
her. Would he keep his word ? Weeks past away ; at last 
the news came that he had left home and gone to sea. This 
was a heavy blow, and Margaret's heart sunk, for she had been 
sustained by the secret hope that his better mind would right 
itself, and that her Lord ^nd Master would, in answer to 
prayer, restore him to Himself and the;n to her. This hope 
now for a time taken from her, grief seised h^ heart, which, 
although hidden, was still there, and which, after many weazy 
months, was becoming too heavy for her, when, by chdnoe as 
it seemed, she lighted upon the young preacher's text, " Until 
the day break," Soo,, and she was comforted ; she saw her 
path, to wait upon Christ, the Bridegroom of her spirit, until 
the day should break and deliverance come. Hope again sprang 
up in her soul, and for a time sustained her ; but as months, 
and even years rolled byj though her heart still held to her 
Lord and never regretted its decision for Him, yet hope de- 
ferred made the heart sick ; health began to fail, a slight 
cough was heard occasionally, the body began to waste, friends 
began to feel anxious about the quiet, pensive, fading, beauti- 
ful girl. At lafit consumption stepped in and closed the 
scene. 

Through the last months of her illness, Margaret acquitted 
herself bravely and well. The Saviour, whose love had con- 
quered her young heart and helped her to choose the better 
part, was with her, richly comforting and sustaining her to the 
end. His love was to her as a mountain of myrrh and hill of 
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frankincense^ where she dwelt tiniil the day broke <and the 
shadows fled away^ and she entered into the preaence of the 
heavenly Bridegroom, there with joy to await the marriage- 
supper of the Lamb. 

She was buried in a retired churchyard, a small, modest 
headstone alone marking the last resting-place of another un- 
known heroine of faith. 

Fading, fading like a flower, 

Pure and sweet in its decay, 
Yielding still a holy fragrance 

Which can never pass away. 

Melting, melting like a dewdrop 
Which the sun at mom exhales, 

Shapes of beauty still unfolding, 
As on wings of light it sails. 

Flowing, flowing like a river, 

Pensive, peaceful in its flow, 
Still its daily task fVilfllliDg, 

With the light of heaven aglow. 

Oh, sweet love ! What life, what graces 
In thy heart of hearts still live ; 

Undiscovered triumphs, glories. 
Such as God alone can give. 

We may see thee fade in sorrow. 
Drooping head and thorn-clad brow, 

But thy beauty liveth ever, 
With undying life shall glow. 







UNKNOWN the flowers oft tint the earth 
With colours fair and bright; 
Unknown the birds trill forth their notes, 
The staiB throw down their light. 
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Unknown the brooidet smgB iti psaka, 
E'en when the birds have fled ; 

Unknown the dew-dro^ kiss the floweis, 
And cheer each drooping head. 

Unknown the falling drops of rain 
The heavenis with glovy span, 

With* brilliant tints e'en as th^y fade 
Read out God*s loye to man. 

Unknown the silent ray of lighti , 
From yonder star doth fly^ 

With image fair on silver wingSi 
To paint on thoughtless eye. 

Unknown the mom's first early smiie, 

So gentle and so calm ; 
Unknown the still night's peusiFe choir, 

The everlasting psalm. 

And He whose words aU things produced, 
And claimed them as His own, 

The. God of glory, King of bliss, 
Here lived and died unknown. 

So, like the fragrance of the flpweiief, 

And influence of the sun. 
Unseen but felt may we pass on, 

And live in work well done. 



we first became acqui^nted with A. M., he had 
but just been put aside from busii^ess through the 
inroads of that terrible disease ooAsumption. * He was just in 
the prime of life, with good prospects for the future, well 
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edacated, and poeBeased of a sotd keenly alive to, and capable of 
enjoying, all that was pnre, and beautifal, and true. He was 
a diligent stadent, and an ardent admirer of nature. His great- 
est treasure. However, was a simple faith in Christ, in whom 
he had found the peace and rest of his spirit. 
• On calling to see him one bright and beautiful morning, to 
our great surprise we found him dressed and sitting propped up 
in his old easy chair in his library which looked out upon 
his little garden, the joy of other days ^ it was still full of 
blooming flowers planted by his own hand, and now carefully 
tended by his widowed mother, who watched the varied ex- 
pressions of his face with fond solicitude. 

As the sun shone upon these beautiful flowers, and glanced 
through the windows, gently falling at the feet of the young 
dying man, as if it came to play with the grief of an old and 
admiring friend, and to remind him of the light of other days, 
we looked at him, expecting to see a shade of sadness pass over 
his generally bright and cheerful face ; but, as if instinctively 
catching the meaning of the look, he raised his head with a 
sweet smile as he extended his hand, and said, ''I thought this 
morning as the sun shone so beautifully into my room above 
that I should like to have a last look at them" pointing sig- 
niflcantly to the flowers, ^'and I have been able to enjoy the 
sight and feel that I can leave even them without regret.'* 
Truly, though in this case the light of other days had faded, 
another apd brighter had dawned upon hm, laid which coming 
from a son which does not set, continaed with him to the last. 
' He suffered much and for many months, but conttiBued Imght, 
b(^ful« and patient to the ^d, when, falling asleep in the 
arms of Him who had sustained him, his spirit pasQed to that 

goodly land 

'^ Where everlasting spring abide% 
And never withering flowers." 

He came to take his last fond look. 

And reached his <Ad arm dbair ; 
He gazed upon each well-known book^ 

And garden fresh and fair. 



^t 




He A^isd, not. jjAsA 




Ok. 



To wf , '^ IVe ime^ to KEie,'* 

ipreadi her ieatA 'ncadi ficwMflnn ddeii 
And bidf at look and fire. 




H« wotf a mxtart, iotelleotual sceptic; he would hare 
KJyi) Ub children Mghly educated. *' Knowledge is 
pOW#r/' he faid, "and it cannot well be either squandered 
awajr or left ; ** he did not object either to a certain amount of 
moral training*~bttt he would not have even that based upon 
the word of God. " No," he said, " no ! *' " no theological 
ioaohlng, no bridge, let each build his ' own when he is old 
enough." Each of his chllclren in diie course Were turned out 
into the world with but few -fixed principles of action, and but 
lltilfl faith, If any, in the need of or possibility of help from 
an unieon power. 



OR, INTO THE BIVEB. 63 

The history of one of his daughters was sad ; she fell, and 
after reaching the lowest point of degradation, brought her 
misery to a oUmax by a suicide's death. Her father, it is said, 
had to look upon her body after it was recovered from the 
river in which she found' her death. 

The winter winds moaned out their grief, 

In fitful gusts and cold ; 
Beneath the arches of the bridge, 

The cold, dark river rolled. 
The sullen night, her face in clouds, 

Shed down a few dark tears ; 
The river sighed, the winds replied. 

As they had done for yeanu 

Few sounds were heard but the passing bell, 

Which moaned the hours just dead. 
Or the solemn step and meastu'ed sound 

01 the watchman's usual tread ; 
A form there Tranderedin the blast, 

With, Weary steps and slow ; 
The grief which lived within that heart, 

Oh, who but God could know ! 

Now to the river moved that form, 

Anon from it would start, 
And only One could know the storm 

Which Hved within that heart ; 
O woeful night ! O long, sad hours ! 

Life's grief all rolled in one, 
A transient ripple on the stream, 

And all of life is gone [ 

The winter winds moaned out their grief, 

In fitful gusts and cold ; 
Beneath the arches of the bridge. 

The cold, dark river roiled. 
The sullen night, her face in clouds, 

Shed down a few dark tears ; 
The rivOT sighed, the winds replied, 

As they had done for years. 
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Mb8. C. was a poor woman with a large family ; she was not 
remarkable for macli iotellect or education. She had but lew 
▼ery strong opinions about anything ; no theories, philosophi- 
cal or otherwise, and was quite innocent of all speculation ; 
but she was a Christian, and she loved the word of God and 
her children, and according to her ability, she endeavoured to 
train up the latter in the nurture and admonition of the Lord. 
Like most poor women with a large family, she had many 
troubles, and had been well disciplined in the school of sor- 
row. One of her favourite aphorisxcus^ picked up in this school 
was, "There's abridge over the darkest waters — ^prayer.'* This 
was, in fact, the burden of her teaching to her children— 
'* Never give up prayer, never give up your hold of hope in 
God," and she was, indeed^ a living witness to the truth of 
her own teaching, for few had sulPered more than herself. 

Her heaviest grief, however, came upon her when one of her 
daughters returned home to pour into her loving ear the tale 
of her fall and her sorrow. Still she did return, and that was 
something, as the sequel will prove, and there was for the 
poor mother some light even in thia dark cloud, for her 
daughter had been saved from entire destruction by her 
teaching. 

This poor girl had been seduc^ and forsaken, and in her 
anguish one night had gone out determining to destroy both 
herself and her shame. When she reached the river, and 
while passing over the bridge, the words of her mother came 
to her mind, " there's a bridge over the darkest waters — 
prayer," and in her angmsh she darted up a cry to God, 
then another ; hurrying along sobbing and crying, she passed 
aver the bridge, and stood hesitating as to whether she should 
return. She cried again, and her brain seemed to grow cooler, 
and listlessly, still crying to God, she slowly returned to her 
lodgings and flung herself upon her knees. How long 
she remained there she could not tell, but she had 
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scarcely strength to arise and fling herself upon her bed, where, 
exhausted, she soon fell asleep. When she awoke her mind 
was calm, and she burst into a flood of tears ; again she fell 
upon her knees, from which she arose with the prodigal *s de- 
tennination, *' I will arise and go to my Father,*' and her poor 
mother received her penitent and broken-hearted : a sad answer, 
but still an answer to her prayer, for she was saved, and her 
heart in its desolation had found peace. 

There^s an ann for the steep, 

And a path through the deep, 
And a bridge, o'er each wild stormy sea ; 

And we need not despair, 

While our faith breathes its prayer, 
And the path of Gods promise we see. 

Let us teach, then, each child, 

Though life's storms may be wild, 
There's a shelter from passion's wild blast, 

And the feeblest by prayer 

May subdue his despair, 
Reach the haven of safety at last. 

The storm may be strong, 

And the night may be long, 
And all succour and hope far away ; 

There*s a voice in the flght, 

And the darkness of night. 
And it whispers, " More earnestly pray I '* 

And the arm for the steep^ 

And the path through the deep,. 
And the bridge o'er life s wild, stormy sea^ 

To thy joy shall appear, 

And rebuke all thy fear. 
From each danger and sorrow shall free.. 

♦ 5 
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" I do set my bow in the cload.**— Gen. ix. 13. 
And looking np to heaven he sighed — Jesus. 

As from the tears of nature spring 
Earth's rainbow tints of light. 

So through the tears of Christ is bom, 
The arch which spans onr night. 

As from the earth the 8un*8 bright ray 

Builds beauty in the sky, 
So from the breath of Christ exhales 

Those joys which never die. 

O moying lips ! O weary heart ! 

Thy sanrowB were no dream. 
Thy sighs they i^n the gnlf of time, 

And death's dairk, flowing stream. 

O bridge of sighs 1 sweet child of grief ! 

The glory of the skies ! 
Wouldst thou behold its beauty near. 

Then look in Jesu's eyes. 

It gilds our heavens ; an arch of light 

Oft touched by mercy^s ray, 
Gives glory to our darkest night, 

And brightness to our day. 

This bridge is built on Christ's own love, 

The beauty of the years ; 
Its graceful form, faith's own delight, 

The vision of her tears. 

This bridge of sighs, Christ's warriors know ; 

The true, the brave, the blest, 
O^er it in heaven's own armour clad, 

Have fought their way to rest. 

This bridge of sighs, lo, it ascends, 
It touches heaven's own shore ; 

Here many broken hearts have wept, 
But wept to weep uo more. 
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This bridge of sigjis, 'tis high as hjeaTen, 

But deeper far than hell ; 
Christ's warrior chiefs, 'mid strife and blood, 

Passed o'er it a^ they fell. ' . 

' J. I. ...!•■'< 

Frail, beautiful, and jet ho]^ stipng, 
Here none need sink or die, ^ 

For its wide arches span life's stream, 
Its deeps of mystery. ' , 

Despair may touch and freeze our hope, ^ '. . , 

Beneath her cold, dark wing; 
But o'er this "bridge of sighs we pass 

To f Mth's bright, cheerful sprmg. . • • ' • 

^ bridge of sighs ! O bridge of goW t r 

Faith hears the pilgrim feet . 

Of all God^s tribes o'er thee return, 
Their Saviour's love to greet. - • 

And ohi, when deatt shall veil my i?ight, 

Oh, may my faith' still see .] : ^ 
This bridge of sighs 6till spans the night, 

And bea^ me, Christ, to Thee. 








It was a heavy, dull winter's day, when D. L. entered 
into his little room in the suburbs of London. He had 
been that morning to see his physician, who had cautiously 
informed him that one of his lungs was affected. He scarcely 
required that information, for a long period of ill-health had in- 
capacitated him for his business in the. country, and compelled 
him, though a very young man, to part with hi^ mill and a 
pleasant little cottage by the side of a stream, and to come up 
to London with his young wife and children, seeking a little 
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light employment, and wbicb, tbrongh tlie kindness of a friend, 
he had found in an office near to the little house he had taken 
for a time. If we were to say that, as he looked at his present 
abode, and contrasted it with the bright rooms, green fields, and 
surrounding beauty he had left, and then again at his 
young wife and children, and at the future before them, his 
heart was not sad, we should not tell the whole truth. On the 
occasion referred to he was very sad ; a sorrow seized his heart 
too great for words, and which cost him a great effort to hide 
from those dear to him ; but hope in Christ sustained his 
spirit, and kept him from fainting in the day of adversity. 

Some years after this little incident, wd were called upon to 
visit D. L. upon his dying bed. Well and bravely for many 
years had he fought with the insidious disease which had des- 
troyed his earthly prospects, and beaten his life down to the 
ground. He was rapidly sinking, and scarcely able to speak, 
but a sweet smile played over his features, as he tried to raise 
his hand to grasp his friend's, and said, *' these last seven 
years of affliction have been the happiest of my life, and now I 
can hold out my hand and welcome death with a smiley and I 
owe all this to the gospel. " But a few days after this his 
spirit entered into the enjoyment of that rest he had so long 
anticipated; he departed as he had lived for years, a comfort 
to many, in perfect peace. 

He saw Death coming up the hill. 

With solemn steps and slow ; 
All through his frame there passed a chill. 

The heart must feel to know. 
He looked at Death again, again, — 

He marked his visage well ; 
He saw the furrowed lines of pain. 

And things he could not tell. 

He saw the night, but not the day, — 

He saw his hopes all gone ; 
All little griefs now passed away, 

All swallowed up in one ; 
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He saw Death kill his sweetest joy, 

He saw him reach his home ; 
He looked upon his infant boy, 

And heard the grave say, Come ! 

Twas hard ! My God ! my God ! said he, 

Oh, why to me this grief ? 
Lord, I am weak ; no hope I see ; 

Where shall I find relief ? 
Spare me, my God, I pray lliee, spare, 

For sake of those most dear : 
My wife, my child, my grief must share : 

God, I pray Thee hear I 

Canst Thou behold Thy creatures' pain ? 

Dost Thou despise their fears? 
And thus he. called, and called again. 

Half blinded by his tears. 
At last he rose, his heart was calm ; 

Death was no longer near ; 
He heard a voice say, " Fear no harm ! 

Yield not, poor heart, to fear 1 " 

He looked and saw a beauteous face, 

A brow all pierced and torn ; 
The lips breathed peace with tender grace, 

Like that of sorrow bom : 
" rU walk," said Christ, " with thee, my child, 

I've been this way before ; 
Death*s falsehoods have thy heart beguiled, 

Now yield to him no more.** 

He placed His hand upon the head, 

And cooled the fevered brow ; 
Hope on the heart He gently shed. 

Said, " I'll not leave thee now." 
Thus chased He night with mercy's ray. 

Bade faith His love pursue ; 
Said, " As we climb life's shining way. 

Death soon will melt from view," 
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And thus the heart, though struck by death 

In manhood^s early prime, 
Rejoiced in hope, *mid failing breath, 

Rose o*er the mists of time. 
O blessed Gospel ! thus to bring 

A living Saviour near ; 
Of tiiy sweet triumphs we will sing. 

And drink thy waters clear. 




Yf were living to themselves : self, with its hopes, 
and promises, and dreams, still had kold of them ; bat 
he began to fulfil their prayers. They had asked for contri- 
tion, and He sent them sorrow ; they had asked (or purity, 
and He sent thein thrilling anguish ; they had asked to be 
meek, and He ^ad broken their hearts ; they had askecl to be 
dead to the world,, and He slew all their living hopes ; they 
had asked to be made like unto Him, and He placed them in 
the furnace, sitting by 'as a refiner of silver/ till they should 
reflect His image ; they had asked to lay hold of His cross, 
and when Se reached it to them it lacerated their hands. 
They had asked they knew not what, nor how ; but He had 
taken t&em at their word, and granted them all their petitions. 
They were hardly willing to follow on so far, or to draw so 
nigh to Him. They had upon them an awe and fear, as Jacob 
at Bethel, or Eliphaz in the night visions, or as the apostles 
when they thought they had seen a spirit, and knew not that 
it was Jesus : — they could almost pray Him to depart from 
them, or to hide His awf ulness. They found it easier to obey 
than to suffer — to do than to givd np — ^to bear the cross than 
to, hang upon it : but they cannot go back, for they have 
come too near the unseen cross, and its virtues have pierced 
too deeply within them. He is fulfilling to them His promise, 
' And I, if I be lifted up, will draw all men imto Me :* but 
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^ow their turn is come at last, and that is all. Before they 
had only heard of the mystery, but now they/<?6/ it. He has 
fastened on them His look of love, as He did on Mary and 
Peter, and they cannot but choose to follow. Little by little, 
from time to time, by flitting gleams the mystery of His cross 
shines out upon them. They behold Him lifted up — they gaze 
on the glory which rays forth from the wounds of His holy 
passion ; and as they gaze they advance, and are clianged into 
His likeness, and His name shines out through them, for He 
dwells in them. They live alone with Him above, in unspeak- 
able fellowship ; willing to lack what others own, and to be 
unlike all, so that they are only like Him. Such are they in 
all ages who follow the Lamb whithersoevet He go.eth. Had 
they chosen for themselves, or their friends chosen for them, 
they would have chosen otherwise. They would have been 
brighter here, but less glorious in His kingdom. They would 
have had Lot's portion, not Abraham's. If they had halted 
anywhere — if He had taken off His hand, and let them stray 
back — what would they not have lost ? What forfeits in the 
morning of the resurrection? But He staid them up, even 
against themselves. Many a time their foot had well-nigh 
slipped ; but He, in mercy, held them up : now, even in this 
life, they know all He did was done well. It was good for 
them to suffer here, f orjthey shall reign hereafter — to bear the 
cross below, for they shall wear th^ crown above; and that not 
their will but His was done on them. " 




t ffmajit ijf i\t ^mMn ; 0r, 

WAS told of a poor peasant, on the Welsh moun- 
tains, who, month, after month, year after year, 
through a long period of declining life, was used, every 
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morning, as soon as lie awoke, to open his casement win- 
dow towards the east, and look out to see if Jesus Christ was 
coming. — Fry, 

Love hides her children out of sight, 

*Mid wilds and wastes forlorn, 
In hidden nooks and silent glades 

Her sweetest hopes are bom ; 
On steeps oft veiled from human sight, 

In yalleys fresh and green, 
God's beauty lifts its lowly head, 

And blossoms oft imseen. 

Kind, gentle hearts, to flame unknown, 

Their treasm^ in the skies, 
Here patient wait the King's approach. 

With eager, loving eyes ; 
To such the night seems dark and long, 

Earth^s brightest morning dim. 
But Jesus knows where loving hearts 

Oft wait and watch for Him. 

The head in knowledge may be wrong, . 

While yet the heart is true ; 
And this oft gilds the darkest night. 

While hope is hid from view ; 
And in the cot whence faith looks out. 

With tearful blushing face, 
Christ sees His meek and patient love, 

And sweetest flower of grace. 



WOULD give Him my bond under my faith and 
hand, to wait for heaven an hundred years longer, so 
being He would lay His holy face to my sometimes wet 
cheeks. I cannot, I would not, be quit of Christ's love. He 
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hath left the mark behind where he gripped. He goeth away 
and leaveth me and His burning love to wrestle together, and 
I can scarce win my heart of His love, because of absence. — 
S, Mutherford. 

A stranger at Lovers feast I stand, 

Like an unbidden guest, 
And wonder if the Master's hand 

Will guide me to my rest ; 
My heart in secret waits to hear 
His voice pronounce a word of cheer. 

I watch His face, I see Him smile, 

And bid His friends come near ; 
My faith all silent weeps and waits, 

His welcome longs to hear ; 
One word from Him would give me rest, 
And I should be a happy guest. 

There seems a word for all but me, 

My heart its vigil keeps, 
While other guests are glad and free, 

My love in secret weeps ; 
From me the Master seems to fly, 
I strive in vain to catch His eye. 

I mark the feast, how richly spread! 

No heart here need repine, 
The Master hands to each the cup, 

And bids each drink his wine ; 
Oh, said my heart, in its despair, 
If in the crumbs I might but share ! 

So spake I once, the Master^s face 

In clouds of sorrow veiled, 
Nor can I say how He at last 

His sweetest love revealed ; 
But His warm cheek against mine prest, 
I found I was indeed His guest. 




\xohn 110^^8 auir ^txkd $ife — $r 

[HE illness of 0. P. was a sad blow to his widowed 
mother and frilends. He was a comely young man, 
jost come of age, industrious and gifted, and had worked so 
hard in relation to his profession that a very successful future 
seemed to spread before him. Consumption, howeyer, had 
seized him and stricken him down, and, under these circum- 
stances, we were invited by his friends to call and see him.. 
On entering his room we found him stretched upon the sofa, 
his cough exceedingly painful, and so exhausted as to be scarcely 
capable of speech. 

On being informed of the purport of our visit, he looked up, 
extending his hand with great cordiality — the light of deep 
sorrow and anxiety beaming in hifl eyes. He stated that but a 
few days ago he had been to see two physicians as to his true 
condition, and he could see from the face of one that his case 
was serious ; and, in fact, he had been told, that as far as the 
present life was concerned, his condition was hopeless. He 
stated this with deep feeling, but said he felt deeply indebted to 
the physician for his fidelity, and thought he had but acted 
as a Christian. 

C. P.'s past history wad that of many ; havisig had the 
advantage of religious training, he had been the subject of 
convictions of sin from his earliest years, but as he grew up in 
life, ambition to succeed in the world, the influence of the 
world, and of the latent scepticism of many of the books he 
had read, had smothered the dictates of conscience ; ill-health, 
however, for some time past, and especially the form his dis- 
ease had latterly assumed, had awakened his early impressions 
afresh, and made him anxious as to the* state of his soul. 

He spoke with sorrow as to the influence of much of his 
reading on his spiritual condition, and also of the effect of 
some phases of London life, stating that he had seen more 
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vice in London than in Paris. "We read and prayed with him, 
for which he expressed deep gratitude. 

We visited him many times, and, as his mind gradually 
opened to a knowledge of the gospel, he seemed to reach rest 
Still his spiritual conflicts were many, gleams and flashes of 
comfort fell upon his soul, but permanent peace was not his 
abiding treasure. Now hope sprang up in his breast, and 
her bright eyes cheered his desolation. Anon past sin, ingra- 
titude, and neglect of God quenched it. 

On one occasion we found him much depressed ; he said, a 
strange fear and trembling had seized him. We read part of 
the 55th Psalm to him : *' My heart is sore pained within me : 
and the terrors of death are fallen upon me. Fearfulness and 
trembling are come upon me, and horror hath overwhelmed 
me. And I said. Oh that I had wings like a dove I for then 
would I fly away, and be at rest. Lo, then would I wander far 
off, and remain in the wilderness. Selah. i would hasten my 
escape from the windy storm and tempest," and we directed his 
attention to the experience of Christ Himself, of whom it is 
written that, in the days of His flesh, when He had offered up 
prayers and supplications with strong crying and tears unto 
Him that was able to save Him from death, and was heard 
out of His fears, and reminded him that we have now in Christ 
a merciful and faithful High Priest, who can be touched with 
a sense of all our inflrmities. He being in all points tempted 
as we are, and yet without Sin. We left Him cheered and 
refreshed. 

One morning, we entered his bed-room and found him very 
exhausted. He had passed a very bad night ; the hours had 
been long ; he asked for a few verses to be read, and on in- 
quiring if there were any he would like selected, he said, read 
the 14th chapter of Job, 1 have been reading it all night. 
We read: — "Man that is born of a woman is of few days, 
and full of trouble. He cometh forth like a flower, and is 
cut down : he fleeth also as a shadow, and continueth 
not. And dost Thou open thine eyes upon such an one^ 
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and bringest me into judgment with Thee ? Who can bring 
a dean thing out of an unclean ? not one. Seeing his days 
are determined, the number of his months are with Thee, Thou 
hast appointed his bounds that he cannot pass ; Turn from 
him, that he may rest, till he shall accomplish, as an hireling, 
his day. For there is hope of a tree, if it be cut down, that 
it will sprout again, and that the tender branch thereof will 
not cease. Though the root thereof wax old in the earth, and 
the stock thereof die in the ground ; Yet through the scent 
of water it will bud, and bring forth boughs like a plant. But 
man dieth, and wasteth away : yea, man giveth up the ghost, 
and where is he ? As the waters fail from the sea, and the 
flood decayeth and drieth up : So man lieth down, and riseth 
not: till the heavens be no more, they shall not awake, nor be 
raised out of their sleep. that Thou wouldest hide me in 
the grave, that Thou wouldest keep me secret, until Thy wrath 
be past, that Thou wouldest appoint me a set time and remem- 
ber me I" 

There was something peculiarly touching in -the scene, and 
little did the old patriarch, when giving utterance to his wail 
of grief, in the midst of the darkness of those ancient days, 
think that it was destined to pour such a rich draught of con* 
solation into the heart of this gifted dying youth, in the 
midst of this great City of London, in this 19th century of 
our Christian civilisation. 

Such was, however, the fact ; the soul of man is essentially 
one, and the long tale of its sorrows, like a strain of sad 
music, does but repeat itself age after age. In looking around 
the room at the products of artistic skill produced by the 
young and handsome form before us, thinking of his bright 
ideals and hopes of the future all crushed, we could understand 
how the dying youth, in his night of sorrow, had found a 
brother and companion in the man of Uz. We prayed with 
him and left him hopeful and refreshed. 

On visiting him again we found him still in much suffering, 
he had reached the beginning of the near end, but he was 
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calm and even cheerful. ''His eyes spake hope.*' He had 
been reading many precious promises, and one upon which he 
placed his finger had been greatly blessed to his comfort and 
assurance of interest in God. " He that believeth hath eter- 
nal life.'* '*Hath eternal Hfe," he said. '* I do beUeve.'* Then 
he said, '* I have eternal life." "And this life," he said, "in- 
cludes all, pardon, justification; eternal joy, does it not?** 
*' Yes," was the reply. " Then," he said, " all are mine ?'* 
" Even so.'* " Blessed gospel," he replied, looking unutterably 
grateful. What a poor, broken, meaningless thing your Hf e must 
appear to you apart from this life, we observed, and how well 
it is described by your old friend Job : — 

" Man that is bom of a woman is of few days, and full of 
trouble. He cometh forth like a fiower, and is cut down : he 
fleeth also as a shadow, and continueth not." 

But as connected with eternal life how beautiful, sublime, 
and glorious. *• Yes,** he said, "He that believeth hath eternal 
life." 

The assurance and peace which he received from these words 
did not fail him, and this divine declaration from the lips of 
Christ formed the dying pillow of his faith, and in a few days 
afterwards he slept in peace. 



Our broken hopes and perfect life, 

They often grow together ; 
Twin sisters of our grief and strife, 

They bloom in stormy weather. 

They often form the soil forlorn, 
Where seeds of life lie hidden. 

The chamber where life's joys are born, 
Dark sorrow's guests unbidden. 

Our broken hopes materials give 
For building life's own dwelling, 

In which the songs of mercy Uve, 
With rapture ever swelling. 
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Our broken bopes oft gem tiie sl^ 
With Stan of troth In^t ahinuig. 

Fault lore's own beaatj- on the eje. 
And km aD Tain repining. 

Our broken hopes, life's sonows psstv 
And wand*ring feet letoraing, — 

Candnctns to oor home at last| 
Faith's lamp ol hope bright burning. 
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JROM many a maish and stagnant pool 
The son draws np the itdn, 
In pure white snow or liquid drops, 
To throw it back again. 

With these pnre gems he spans the heavens, 
With rainbow bright and clear ; 

No stain or mark upon the arch, 
To show it had been here. 

The heat which raised these sparkling gems 

Filtered their earth away, 
Made a crown of light, with colours bright, 

For the monarch of the day. 

So from the bosom of the earth, 
Their place and life the same, 
Christ brings his saints without a stain. 

To show from whence they came. 

« 

These, on the everlasting hills, 

Fall bright as snow below; 
And, by their light and robes of white. 

Praise Him where'er they go. 



teat Sife, 

** The taste of Pius IX. for show and ceremonial is well known, and 
he has for some months been engaged, with a solicitude and an interest 
almost childish, in arranging the scenes and rubbing up the * properties' 
for the grand theatrical performance which is called the (Ecumenical 
CounciL The preparation of the Hall for the accommodation of the 
Council is expected to cost more than 15,000/., the expenditure in 
Brussels carpeting, for the lining and backing of the seats, being 
unprecedented. The Hall is more than 150 ft. long, 90 ft. wide, and 
about 150 ft. high. The Pope is believed to have an army of not much 
less than 10,000 men in Bome, and of these 5,000 could be spared to 
grace the ceremony of the procession. A city of churches is a city of 
bells, and those of Bome are described as making a roar like that of 
ocean. The guns of St. Angelo add their thunder on these occasions 
to the music of the bells. It was about half-past nine when the pro- 
cession moved. The start was announced by a peal from the guns of 
St. Ang^o. The spectacle, as the procession moved into the Hall, 
was unquestionably imposing. ' The extent of the building, with the 
dim religious lights burning here and there at intervals ; the statues 
of apostles and saints, and of martyrs and virgins, many of which 
appeared, in the twilight, as though they were going to step from 
their pedestals and niches and mingle with the crowd beneath ; the 
solemn tolling of bells, which informed you that the mystery of the 
mass was being celebrated at many an altar ; and the strange mixture 
of clergy, monks, soldiers, and civilians/ befitted the occasion. As 
the head of the procession entered St. Peter*s, the hymn ^ Yeni^ Creator 
Spiritus ' rang through the building. The Pontifical Crucifix, preceded 
by the singers and the Pope's Prelates in their robes, appeared in the 
distance. The Abbots, Bishops, Archbishops, Primates, Patriarchs, 
and Cardinals came next The great functionaries employed in the 
administration of Bome followed. Then came the Pope, followed by 
the Generals of the Congregations and the regular Orders and the 
officials of the Council. The procession occupied about an hour. 
Most of the Bishops were dressed in white watered silk with gold 
fringe, the colour being now and then enlivened by touches of blue or 
pink. The costume of the Oriental Bishops was the most variegated. 
Some of these were men of commanding presence, others diminutive 
and insignificant-looking. Seven-tenths of them had their hair * silvered 
by years.' The Pope looked beiiign and well-pleased. He told the 
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assembled ecclesiastics that his breast was suflPused with consolation. 
After various religious ceremonies the Pope took his seat, dressed in 
his Pontifical robes, and the members of the Council approached one 
by one and made their obeisance, the Cardinals kissing the Pope's 
hand, the Patriarchs, Archbishops, and Bishops his right knee, and 
the Abbots his foot" 



>FTEB reading the above description of the (Ecumenical 
Council, we thought of a visit we paid some time 
since to a cottage in the country. It was a poor little mean 
building, with a small window and door, and a stone floor, but 
it possessed a loving interest, beauty, and glory to the eye of 
faith, before which the brightness of the Bomish pageant was 
as darkness itself. In it dwelt an aged saint ; she had been 
blind for forty years, and had no sources of income but a mere 
trifle per week from the parish, supplemented by a few shil- 
lings received from some kind friends who loved and visited 
her — ^members of the same Christian community. Her only 
companion at the time of our visit was her poof old husband, 
his faculties half gone, and his limbs bent and stiffened with 
age. He was deaf and could hardly move, and it was 
touching to witness the deep sorrow which looked out of his 
poor old grey eyes, as he gazed ever and anon at his loved 
wife, seeming constantly to deplore his inability to hear what 
she said, or give her the attention she required. Until his 
strength failed, he had worked hard for her, and had been a 
most affectionate husband. On the occasion of our visit, this 
aged Christian was sitting up on a wooden high-backed chair by 
the side of a small table, and with a few dying embers upon the 
old-fashioned hearth. Thin and worn and pale, her saintly and 
beautiful face was almost transformed by the graces of meekness, 
patience, and submission which shone forth through it ; forming 
such a picture as would have realised the highest ideal of the 
purists of the Church of Bome. Perfect peace indeed seemed to 
breathe from the face of this aged saint, as it was most certainly 
her portion. She was full of love, cheerful and happy, impatient 
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to be gone, ker greateet anxiety being to be kept patient till the 

Bridegroom of her spirit should come. She oould not sleep 

at night on account of the cold, and for three or four hours 

felt very sick on account of her weakness ; thm^ she said, the 

hours <^d seem long ^ and, if she wanted anything, she said 

she could not make her poor old husband hear now he was so 

deaf, and she often felt sJie would die in the night without his 

knowing it. Under these circumstances, she feared sometimes 

she was impatient, and prayed the Lord to come and fetch 

her ; but she hoped to have grace to wait His time. She did 

not, however, complain ; everybody, she said, was so kind to 

her. The great problem of |»rovidence which her faith could 

not read was, that her poor worthless life was spared, when so 

many so much more valuable were taken away. On its being 

suggested to her that if one of her kind neighbours would 

boil an egg for her, and beat it up with some crumbs of bread, 

and put it into a cup beside her bed, — she could reach it and 

feed herseK in the dark with her fingers, — ^which would help 

her sickness, — she shed tears of gratitude. We hardly know 

which seemed the deepest in the experience of this aged saint, 

her sense of her own unworthiness, or of the free and unjoiierited 

love of Christ : the latter was so deep in ^r that the smallest* 

gift, the reading a chapter, a visit, a prayer, appeared to 

overwhelm her, and unaffected, spontaneous, and irrepressible 

confessions of her own unworthiness and of gratitude to God 

would flow forth. 

On taking leave of her, we thought of the sublime words of 

Christ's intercessory prayer : " And the glory which thou hast 

given me I have given them " — ^the glory of perfect and free 

access to the Father, the spirit of adoption, fellowship and 

oneness with the great Trinity in Unity, and a meetness for and 

a right and title to eternal life. In this poor cottage was one 

who, though frail, poor, and despised, was possessed of regal 

life, reigning indeed with Christ, and by her prayers influencing 

the heart of God, and all things through Him. , Men can cover 

themselves with the external glory of an ecclesiastical system, 

6 
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but hers was the glory of the King of kings and Lord of lords. 
This glory is free to us all, and the highest and snblimest life 
is open to the meanest and poorest, that of fellowship with 
God, and silently witnessing to the power of that gospel which 
sustains the soul beneath the greatest affliction, and enables it 
to reflect the light and beauty of every Christian graoe in the 
darkest iiight of this world's tribulation. 



Faith droops her head in silent nooks 

By human feet untrod, 
Fed by the secret dew of love, 

Grows upwards towards its God ; 
And, as the sun flies through the hearens, 

Its eye is never dim, — 
Closed to the glories of the earth, 

It opens free to Him. 

As lives a flower in some dark lonely cell, 
Unknown, biit fragrant, pale and beautiful, 
And fed by one poor solitary ray, 
Still upward grows and blossoms towards the day, 
So lived old Bessie, poor and weak and blind, 
Her only wealth her hope and peaceful mind. 

As in some distant wood, 'neath changeful skies, 
Sweet bashful beauties ope their quiet eyes, 
Reveal the glories of their secret ceUs, 
And hidden cups where sweetest nectar dwells ; 
So, in the pensive lines of Bessie's face, 
There dwelt the beauty of a regal grace. 

As an ^olian harp of tremulous strings, 
Touched by the slightest breeze, oft sweetly sings, 
So this pure soul attuned by God to praise. 
For smallest favours its sweet psalms would raise ; 
Poor in the favours health and wealth impart. 
Rich in the hidden music of the heart. 
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And 80, the outward world all hid from view, 
This hidden life in strength and beauty grew ; 
And mercj'fi hand all silently upreared, 
In fading form a beauty all revered; 
And. in the darkness of the passing years, 
Wrote out her love in sunlight and in tears. 

And say now, child of wealth, what have you more 

Tl»ui this meek soul, however vast your store? 

Her heart its secret sonnets oft could sing, 

Her hmnble room the palace of a king ; 

And, though she felt her Father's chastening rod^ 

Yet was her soul the very house of God. 

And what the pomp and pageantry of kings 

To this sweet cot, where mercy lives and sings? 

What are the glories of the simlit plains 

To this sweet nook, where patience dwells and reigns? 

Or, what the honour which the world oft gives. 

To that conferred where saintly beauty lives ? 




!F we learn to measure tlie bravery of Christian acquire- 
^^P^ ments rather by the inward effort they cost than by 
their display^ if we estimate character more by the standard 
of Christ's beatitudes than by what we short-sightedly call 
results, we shall find some of the sublimest fruits of faith 
among what are commonly called passive virtues : in the silent 
endurance that lies under the shadow of great afflictions : in 
the quiej} loveliness of that forbearance which suffereth long 
and is kind ; in the charity which is not easily provoked ; in 
the forgiveness which can be buffeted for doing well and take 
it patiently ; in the smile on the face of diseased and suffering 
persons, a transfiguration of the tortured features of pain 
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brightening sick-rooms more than the son ; in the nnostenta- 
tioos heroisms of the household, amid the daily dripping of 
small cares ; in the noiseless conquests of a love too reverential 
to complain ; in resting in the Lord and waiting patiently for 
Him. Have you yourself never known the time when you 
found it a harder lesson to learn how to be still in your own 
room than to be busy in the world ? Of masculine natures 
that is apt to be the special cross^ — ^and so that may be the 
point where faith and virtue need to rally their strength, if you 
would be a triumphant disciple ? It is a fact which not all of 
us may have noticed, that of the nine Beatitudes of oar Lord, 
all, unless it be one, pronounce their blessing on what the 
world would call ' tame and passive traits, from the poor in 
spirit to those who are reviled and persecuted without revenge. 
So does Christianity turn upside down the vulgar vanity of 
our ambition, and empty our worldliness of blessedness. — F. 
D. Huntington, J),D, ' 

Fleeting shadows — forms of beauty, 

OeV the earth they come and go, 
Fale and like the moonbeams pensive, 

Glancing on a bank of snow. 

Few eyes see them, few hearts miss them, 
Like the moods of changeful sky, 
, Cahn and silent, swiftly passing. 
Their sweet beauty glances by. 

What the messages they bring us ? 

Gentle as the dew they fall ; 
Often by th«r patience pleading, 

By their silence teaching all. 

Changeful glories of the heavens, 

Shining oft on thoughtless eyes ; 
But our God knows His own beauty, 
I Where it lives and where it dies. 




li&ve read somewliere of a poor blind woman who, 
having been brought to find peace in Ohrist, de- 
voted herself very anxiously to try and leam to read the 
gospels in the usual way through her fingers. On making the 
attempt, she found the skin on the tips of her fingers too 
hard and indurated to impart to her through the sense of 
touch the shape of the letters. On making this discovery -she 
burst into a fiood of tears/ and, raising the book to her lips, 
imprinted upon its leaves a passionate kiss, exclaiming, ** 
blessed Saviour, shall I then never be able to read of Thy love," 
or words to that efPect. Through that kiss, however, she 
found that through her lips she could discover the shape of 
the letters, and learned to read the words she so loved through 
her lips. 

We have heard B , who is quite blind, read and 

preach the gospel most gloriously. — Letter from a Friend. 

Love with her lips doth oft read out 

Sweet lessons from within, 
And to the heart and through the lips 

God*s love too can flow in. 

Again love*8 parable we read, 

Oh, who can love control ? 
And through the lips our God doth press 

Hia love upon the souL 

* Almighty Lord, we dare not say 
Thy wonders .ever cease ; 
Thy gtace can pass through poor frail b'ps, 
And give the lone heart peace. 



86 XSOELB AND IDEALS. 

Science and art, inyentive toil, 

But love the poor befriends, 
Her grace steals through the moving Epo 

And bHnd men^s fin^ ends. 

Ah, Christ will seek hiswaoidering child, 

However dark the night, 
And through the lips, when eyes ace closed. 

Will pour a flood of light. 

O gloriotB Lord, Thy words are light, 
The blind through them can see ; 

The orphan soul becomes Thy throne, 
A temple. Lord, for Thee I 

Through sense of touch, all senses Tluhe, 
Thy grace can reach the heart, 

And blind men's lips thus taught of Thee^ 
Life, love, and joy impart 

But, if through lips and fingers frail 

The blind Thy love can see. 
How dark are those who, having sight. 

Spurn both Thy word, and Thee. 



^uQtk wxh Pieak 




i^OW TO BE HiSEBABLE. — Think about yourself: about 
what you want, what you like, what respect people 
ought to pay you, what people think of yon ; and then to yoa 
nothing will be pure. You will spoil everything you teucb ; you 
will make sin and misery for yourself out of everything which 
God sends you ; you will be as wretched as you choose on earth, 
or in heaven either. In heaven either, I say. For that proud, 
greedy, self-seeking spirit would turn heaven into heU. It did 
turn heaven into hell for the great devil himself^ it was by 
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pride, by seeking his own glory— 'that lie fell from heaven to 
hell. He was not content to give np his own will and do God's 
will like the other angels. He was not content to serve God, 
and rejoice in God's glory. He would be a master himself, and 
s«t up for himseK, and rejoice in his own glory ; and so, when 
he wanted to make a private heaven of his own, he found that 
he had made a helL When he wanted to be a little god to 
himself, he lost the Hfe of the true God, to lose which is eternal 
death. And why ? Because his heart was not pure, honest, 
simple, unselfish. Therefore he saw God no more, and learned 
to hate Him whose name is Love. — Kingsley's Sermon* 

** God hath His angels everywhere." 

In every street 

We trace their feet, 
Although we see no feather ; 

Some shut each eye, 

And then they cry, 
Oh, they're gone altogether! 

We look for wings 

And other things, 
Consistent altogether; 

Robes pure and bright. 

And aU things right, 
E*en to the smfdlest feather. 

A beauteous face. 

With ev'ry grace, 
And tasty altogether; 

Sweet, bright, and clear, * 

All though the year, 
In spite of wind and weather. 

Poor Lady Plum, 

Was often glum, 
But dearly loved a wrangle; 

No angel fair, 

With bright red hair, 
She said e'er turned a mangle. 
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^'These times, O dear I 
All's wrong, I fear, 

Praise God I am not ablel" 
But, poor old if ell, 
His love could tell, 

Behind my lady's stable. 

Sir Wilfred Plum 
Too, oft was glimi, 

Expecting coming sorrow ; 
In sumptuous room, 
He liyed in gloom. 

And feared the coming morrow. 

He deeply feels 
The low ideals, 

*^ Saints now are aH in fiction; " 
He loves his pen, 
And paints his men, 

In bright poetic diction. 

But still his pen, 

And ideal men. 
His spirits did not rally; 

His mansion stood, 

Not in a wood. 
But, ah I close to "Bit alley." 

There in a room, 
There dwelt a gtoom. 
He was not bright o^ handsome, 
^ He broke his head, 

Was brought home dead- 
He used to drive a Hansom. 

His battered brains^ 
And many pains. 

Much altered his behaviour; 
For many weeks, 
With wetted cheeks, 

He weeping sought the Saviour. 
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And there he lay, 

Day after day, 
His sorrow none allaying; 

He was so weak 

He could not speak, 
And 80 his heart kept praying. 

At last a chum, 

Not Winfred Plum, 
For Christ^s sake came most willing, 

He'd no ideal, 

But he could feel, 
And so he halved his shilling. 




^idtft^ at $mi; fit, S^im^h (^muQ^ k h 



[E had visited Mrs. B. many times. She was dying of 
internal cancer, and her mental and bodily suffer- 
ings were very great. 8he was deeply oonvinced of sin, be- 
lieved in Ohrist, but could not venture upon Him so as to get 
rest. 

The night before she died, fear and anxiety were painfully 
depicted upon her poor, worn face ; «md we said to her just 
before leaving: Well, now for a text for the night, perhaps you 
may not see the morning ; repeat after me, *' He that believeth 
hath eternal life." We requested her to repeat these words 
three times to fix them on her memory as a dying pillow, 
emphasising the word, ** hath, hath eternal life." 
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On calling to see her in tHe morning, we found lier still 
aliye, but wliat a cliange ! The clouds had passed off her face, 
hope shone through ' her eyes, and sweet peace shed a cahn 
oyer every feature. I put my ear close to her dying lips, she 
could just move them, as she looked up gratefully and said, '' hath 
eternal life," " hath eternal life," " hath eternal life." We said 
to the Christian woman nursing^her, " Victory at last." "Yes,* 
she replied, *' she was made simple enough to be saved at 
last ; upon those words you repeated to her last night she 
seepaed able to rest, and she has been at peace ever since." In 
that peace, a few days afterwards^ she died, another trophy of 
redeeming grace : '' Simple enough to be saved." 

How strange that we should love to hear, 

And often strive to preach, 
Of deeds in time and works sublime, 

We seek but never reach. 

How strange that we so hungry — ^poor, 

And burdened oft by care, 
N^lect the bread before us spread, 

To feed upon the]air. 

How strange that we, wild storms without, 

And an and grief within, 
With,fleetmg breath in arms of death, 

Should think that we can win — 

— ^Win through our works what God must give, 

Salvation fbll and free ; 
O Jesus, save and make us brave 

To trust alone in Thee. 

Simple enough. Lord, to be saved, 

To find our all in Thee ; 
To Thee allied the crucified. 

From guilt and bondage free. 




GEBMAN Bationalist^ who had been brought to a 
knowle^e of Christ, haying a presentiment of his 
death, called his little daughter to him and said, '' Beat^, I 
think I shall soon be struck by the hand of death, and I wish 
you to promise that when you see me lying in my last ex- 
tremity you will whisper in my ears the name of Jesus, for I 
want to go through the dark valley carrying that name within 
my soul." The father shortly sickened, and when Beatd 
whispered the Saviour's name in his ear, during his last 
moments, his glazed eyes once more lighted up in grateful love 
and then closed for ever* blessed name of Jesus, Thou 
didst indeed break upon this sin-stricken earth, gentle as the 
morning light, but withal so full of potent influences that all 
fear dies in Thy presence, and the storm of death itself is 
hushed to peace I 

The light which makes the eyes to speak, 

Look joy *mid failing breath. 
Is light which flashes from asun^ 

Beyond the mists of death — 
A beam of Christ's eternal love, 
It lifts the soul all clouds above. 

The name of Christ from infant lips 

"Wings faith beyond the skies, 
Flashes the light of coming bliss, 

And glory through the eyes. 
O potent name, the death of fear 
In this life, pardon — all come near f 

As falls the dew on broken flower, 

Or morning's early breath, 
So gently falls the name of Christ 

On drooping hearts in death. 
A child can nvhisper in the ear 
That which all heaven oA waits to hear. 
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O name so gentle^ yet bo strong, 
The 8oul*B true wealtk and dower ; 

The heart unlofeka at Thy approach, 
And opens like a flower ; 

Blofl^ms, all fear and clouds above. 

Filled with the odours of God*8 love. 

O costly treasure of the heart, 

Thy beauty men deride, 
Faith shows this pearl at heaven^s own gates 

And finds they open wide ; 
With songs of joy «^e enters in 
A victor over death and sin. 




WMom HttJr Wimhxm ; ax, %' JMct's 

*^ Verily I say unto you, except ye be converted, and become as little 
children, ye shall not enter the kingdom of heaven." — Matt zviii. 3. 

E, in preacbing at a B , had often observed a 

youth in the congregation who appeared to listen 
to the gospel with great interest and apparent joy. He was a 
bright intelligent looking youth; but the preacher, to his 
great surprise, learned from his parents that he was mentally 
so weak that he could not be taught the simplest elements of 
human knowledge, and seemed unable to fix his attention upon 
any object for any length of time together. And yet this 
youth was a consistent member of his father's chi^xsh. 

His parents stated, with tears in their eyes, that they well 
recollected the time when the poor youth became anxious 
about his soul; hearing his voice in his rocmi more than 
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usually lond^ they were induced to listen outi^de his door, and 
to their astonishment and joy, they heard their poor idiot boy 
oonfessihg his sin^ and pleading most earnestly the name of 
Jesus for mercy. 

This was a touching scene indeed ; but one upon which the 
angels of God would look down with joy : the boy weeping 
with sorrow for his sins within his room, and his parents 
with joy without. 

They had other children, vigorous, strong, and bright in- 
tellectually, for whom they had prayed, but whose hearts 
remained untouched and unsubdued by the love of Christ ; but 
here was their poor helpless and, as they thought, hopeless 
hoy» given to them in answer to their prayers. Oh, what grace 
and mer<^ was this which had thus created such an oasis of 
spiritual beauty in the wilderness of their despair 1 Oh, how 
tender and wise that infinite love which could breathe through 
this poor bruised reed the sweet music of mercy I How gentle 
those fingers which could touch the strings of this poor frail 
harp and bring from its strings such notes as were sweet to the 
ear of heaven. 

Truly God can turn the shadow of death into the morning, 
and out of the mouths of babes and sucklings perfects praise ; 
and this humble home, through His blessing, was for a time 
made a very Bochim of weeping, and yet a palace of divine 
}^y, as the parents received that child into the sanctuary of 
their Christian love — ^who, although destined to be an outcast 
in the realms of culture and intellect, was, nevertheless, a child 
of God and an inheritor of the kingdom of heaven. 

This youth came before the church, and in broken aoeents 
told the simple story of that old, old love by whidi even his 
inind had been enlightened ^nd his poor heart had become the 
chamber of the Saviour's presence and throne of the King of 
kings and Lord of lords. Broken and scattered as were the 
elements of his mental strength, there was a light which could 
unite them all in his experience in the exhibition of a Saviour's 
beauty ; frail and inconstant as were the movements of his 
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hearty there was a love which ooold subdue iis wanderings and 
make it the pennanent residence of Christ. 

Oatcast as the soul of this poor idiot appeared to be, des- 
tined in the eye of reason to be a fugitive and vagabond in the 
. reahns of mind for ever, there was a place, where under the 
guiding hand of God it found rest and as glad a welcome as 
the kings and peers of this world's intellect and strength — the 
Cross of Christ — there, even his eyes could weep under the 
influence of that love which has conquered its myriads^ and his 
oonscience And peace in that blood which deanseth all who 
believe. 

G. n. had the Measure of meeting this poor youth at his 
parents' home. On seeing him, the latter seized his hand, ex- 
claiming, " I am so glad to see you,** Well, you are glad to see 
all who love the Saviour, are you not ? *' Yes," he said, '' but 
I like those preachers best who preach Christ most/' adding, 
with an artless sin^plicity, but with a bright and joyous ex- 
pression of face which was sin^ply indescribable — ^' You know, 
sir, I cannot understand anything else." The preacher went 
on to talk to the youth, and found that his creed was made up 
of two things whifih he had learned well,— that he was a jiinner, 
^d Cl^t was his Saviour ; and of the latter he never seemed 
weary of hearing, the very mention of His name lighting up 
his face and making it radiant with joy. 

Poor youth, in thy simple faith thou hast the elements of 
aU future knowledge and Uiss; and that which on some 
future day will shame those, who, though possessed of all the 
elements of mental strength and external advantages, fail 
through prejudice or pride, to understand and read the full 
pieaning of that wondrous love which could imprint its 
saving beauty and grace upon the intellect and heart of a 
poor idiot boy. 

And shall I fail to read 

Love's legend with delight, 
Nor ever see God's sun 

And shining stars at night ; 
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And fihall I only weep 

The darkness of the world. 
Nor see in eyery storm 

LoYe's banner still unfurled. 

Shall children, idiots, babes, 

Behold with sweet delight, 
The very light of Loye, 

While I am lost in night 1 
O God, subdue my heart, 

Make me a little «hild. 
Nor leave my heart to death 

By self and pride beguiled. 

What can we understand, 

How little can we know: 
Our highest wisdom here, . 

Thy wisdom, Lord, to know; 
All else beside is vain, 

Christ only makes us free ; 
The truth we vainly seek, 

Lives only Lord in Thee. 

Whate'er we know at best 

Is crude, imperfect, small, 
Of truth, and Hfe, and peace, 

Thou art, O Christ, the aU ; 
We toil, and strive, and fret 

To live by what we see, 
Until, by sorrow spent, 

We turn, O Christ; to Thee. 

This wisdom of ihe Just 

Is hidden from the wise, 
Though oft revealed to fools, 

And those the great despise ; 
It dwells with simple faith 

Which glories in the cross,. 
And counts all else beside 

As less than dung and dross. 
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It gilds the monarches brow 

With lustre all divine, 
Nor pales its wonted fires 

Where reason's altars shine ; 
It makes the wise more wise, 

The fairest yet more fair. 
Its regal splendours bright as day 

The poorest heart can share. 

O Christ, maJce me a chUd, 

That I Thy truth may know, 
And keep me near those wounds 

Whence Thy sweet love doth flow ; 
That so *mid storm or calm, 

Thy love I may pursue, 
The one great object of my life 

To keep Thy Cross in view. 



f J-e MattWii0 S^tt$. 



4i 




)XJ don't seem at all as you used to he,'* said Mrs. B., 
grasping her sister's hand. '^No/' she replied, 
bursting into tears, " the world has never appeared to me in 
the same light since I lost my Igist boy.^' 

The slighted shepherd saw a dam 

That from his flock would stray ; 
He coaxed, he called, he used his crook, 

Still she would have her way. 

At last he stooped ; caught up her lamb. 

And bore it up the hill. 
To where the sweetest pastures grow, 

And copious dews diiftil. 

Bleating, with hasty steps, the dam 

The shepherd now obeyed ; 
And, following in his footsteps, found 

Her food, and fears allayed. 
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And thus the Shepherd of those plaiDS 

Where sunlight ever falk, 
Beheld his child on wandering bent, 

Deaf to his many calls. 

He stretched His hand and took Tier child, 

And raised it to His breaat ; 
The mother weeping kissed His hand, 

And following Him found rest. 




In a portion of the Southern territory from which the 
' red man has now been driven, a meeting was held in 
the wild forest. The theme of the preacher was * Christ, and 
Him crucified/ The preacher spoke of the love of the Good 
Shepherd, who came into the world to seek and save the lost. 
He told how this Saviour met the rude buffetings of the heart- 
less soldiers, and the mockery and scorn of the ungrateful Jew. 
He drew a picture of Gethsemane, and the crucified Nazarene 
bleeding upon the cross. He told his wild congregation how the 
kind Jesus was stricken of God and ctfflicted ; wounded for our 
transgressions and bruised for our iniquities. He told the 
Indians, that all men like sheep have gone astray ; all have 
turned, every one his own way, and the Lord hath laid on Him 
the iniquity of us all ; and the Lord Jesus, as a Good Shep- 
herd, laid down his life for the sheep. 

" Soon there was a sligkt movement in the assembly, and a 
tall son of the forest, with, tears on his red eheeks, approached 
the pulpit, and said, 'Did Jesus die for me — die for poor Indian ?' 
"'Yes,' said the preacher. 'Jesus died for sinners.* 
" 'Me give Jesus,* replied the Indian, 'my dog,, my rifle.' 

" '* ' Jesus,* said tlie preacher, 'does not want such gifts.' 

7 
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** *Me give Jesas my blanket, too. Poor Indian, lie got no 
lands to give Jesus — the white man take them away. Poor 
Indian got no more to give." 

'•The preacher replied, 'Jesus is now risen, and is inheaveiv 
at the right hand of God, and He can and will make rich those 
who will believe in Him.* 

** The poor, ignorant,, but generous child of the forest bent 
his head in sorrow and meditated.' He raised his noble brow 
once more and fixed his 6ye on the preacher, while he sobbed 
out, * Itere is poor Indian^ will Jesus have him? ' 

*•' A thrill of unutterable joy ran through the soul of the 
preacher and of the people, as this fierce son of the wilderness 
wow sat, in his renewed mind, at the feet of Jesus." 

" Will Christ have me ? " O noble gift, 

All gifts indeed in one ; 
A ray of light from Jesu^s face, 

And lo ! the work was done ; 
Banished all darkness, conquered sin, 

And Christ himself enthroned within. 

O peerless love I O kingly grace ! 

O light of beauty bom ! 
How soon Thy brightness heals the soul 

By pride and sorrow torn ; 
The darkest soul by love made free, 

A willing captive turns to Thee. 

** WiU Christ have me ? " O noble gift, 

Of love the fruit and test ; 
Thus giving all we all receive, 

The heart for ever blest ; 
Giving ourselves the best we give, 

And thxis our hearts begin to live. 

Poor child of nature, thou dost teach 

How we can reach true life ; 
How pride and self subdued by love 

Brings death to all our strife ; 
In giving all, O Christ, to Thee, 

We reach the love which sets us free. 
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None are too poor to pay this price, 

Ourselyes the price we pay, 
And this withheld, we nothing give, 

Whatever the world may say ; 
Our freedom^B price, the power to bless, 

OnrselYes indeed, and nothing less. 



Jfur Him ; ox, all ftft Qrist. 




was a young man with good temporal prospects ; in 
a few years his situation would hare been worth 
some hundreds a year to him. He had laboured for Christ ; 
preaching His gospel with great success in a very low neigh- 
bourhood, and among a very poor people; finding, as the 
cause grew, ib needed all his time, he determined to leave his 
situation, and to accept the unanimous call of the people he 
had gathered together, althongk the most they could offer 
him was £A0 per annum. On some of his friends trying to 
break his resolution thus to devote himself, and pointing out 
to him the future poverty and hardships which were inevitable, 
and the many sacrifices he must make, he simply replied, 
" Well, be it so, aU for Him, all for Him.'* 

I gird my loins as best I may, 
And hasten upwards toward^ the day, 
And, if you ask why haste away ? 
I say, '' For Him ! " 

I take my lamp, but small its light, 
And, if you ask what means this flight, 
And why I face a starless night ? 
I say, ** For Him ! " 
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I join my own, " the hope forlorn," 
'Not from the battle will I turn, 
Ask ye, why thns with zeal I bum? 
I say, " For Him ! " 

I launch my bark — the rocks I see, 
'Mid storms, and clouds, and mystery, 
Ask ye, why thus the shore I flee ? 
I say, " For Him ! " 

I venture forth, I break each chain. 
To face the storm and wind and rain. 
And, if you ask " What Will yott gain ? " 
I say, « For Him ! " 

I yield up loved ones, friends, and name, 
FcHfsake the smiling path of fame. 
Andy should my dxoice your wisdom blame, 
I say, »^ For Him ! " 

Weak — poor, I bend o'er barren Soil, 
And, if you say sedc rest awhile, 
Why for the thankless ever toil ? 
I say, "For Him!" 

My former gain I eoimt my loss. 
And this world's best now worse than dross, 
And, if you ask what means that eross ? 
I say, "For Him!" 



^tttsibje 0f ||0j^je 




jH I how much of life there is that lies outside of hope ! 
Oh I how much of life there is that writhes as if it 
were possessed with a devil as it is I And how few there are 
to stand by the lost, the outcast, the neglected, the overthrown, 
the destroyed, as Christ would, healing, forgiving, comforting, 
fni'ding I There is many a chance where you could watch with 
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Christ ; but you pass by it. It shocks your feelings, or you 
have not time ; or, more likely, you have not the heart. And 
yet again, and again, and again your brother and mine has 
fallen down in his blood ; and we have been guilty in . this : 
that we have left him unsuccoured, and uncheered, and un- 
comforted on the cold theory, *' He brought it on himself ; he 
must reap what he sowed; he mufit bake as he brewed.'' 
But so did not Christ. — Henry Ward Beeofier. 

§xmmL 

Dripping, dripping, cold and frozen, 

On a cold, dark winter's night ; 
" Take this body ! now then lift it ! " 

Hide it, hide it, from the light ! 

" Quickly, quickly, do not tarry, 

We've a heavy burden here ; 
Stay, lads, why this haste and hurry. 

Perhaps the girl deserves a tear ! " 

Weeping, weeping, gentljr brothers ! 

This poor girl without a name. 
Fell by those whose virtue spumed her. 

Bury England's curse and shame. 





)^E who, like Christ, admits the brotheihood of men and 
cares tenderly for ail — for the tempted ; for those who 
are out of the way ; ,f or those who are sufferers, even though 
they are suffering by the penalty of their own sin ; he who looks 
upo^ men's sins, their crimes, their vices, and the sorrows 
which spring from them, not in an adjudicatory spirit, not in 
the spirit of one who measures by the law of justice, certainly 
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not in the spirit of criticism, but as if the offenders were his 
own beloved brethren^ and when he sees sorrow and suffering, 
hides not himself from it, bat stands by it, and feels that he 
has a mission to it — he who stands by his fellow-men from 
day to day, may eminently be said to be watching with Christ. 
Christ is now, not under the olive-tree, nor over against Jeru- 
salem, but everywhere. Wherever one is with the poor and 
needy — ^whether it be upon the plantation, or in the leafy forest, 
or in the lumberman's tent, or in the log-cabin of the frontier, 
or in the canal-boat, or upon the ship's deck, or in the mine, 
or in the streets, or in cellars, or in attics, or in haunts of vic«, 
or in those dreadful chambers beyond where vice torments 
before it slays, or in hospitals, or in jails — there Christ is. 

Still further, those especially who are watching as Christ 
taught that we should watch, are those who watch for the 
souls of men, and not for Christ alone. Every mother who 
stands by her children from day to day, watching for their un- 
folding into virtue ; every father who succours the tempted 
children as they step out into life ; every father and mother 
who, from day to day, carry their children again until they 
are bom again into Christ ; every one that looks upon the 
children of his friends and prays for them ; every one that 
inspires the little child with upward knowledge; every 
one that pities and has compassion upon the ignorant, 
and upon those that are out of the way ; every one that leads 
a young man from worse to better courses ; every man who, 
for the sake of doing good to a soul, turns one single sinner 
aside from the evil that is in him ; whoever goes after an in- 
temperate man, to cheer him, , to comfort him, to win him, 
and to bring him back ; whoever goes to an impure man, to 
bring him to purity, and back to God, the Shepherd and Bishop 
of his soul ; whoever goes to the careless ; whoever builds up 
those who are beginning to be broken down ; whoever believes 
in the truth and preaches it ; whoever, night and day, is going 
out to seek and save the lost — every such one is in fellowship 
with the Lord Jesus Christ. That is His work. Through the 
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ages He has been doing it in low and imperfect ways that will 
seem yet one day glorious. Christ lives to bring sons and 
daughters home to glory, and whoever keeps step with Him is 
His companion ; and whoever goes, at some expense, whoever 
goes paying his own warfare charges, by thought, by toil, by 
self-denial, bearing souls onward and upward, is watching 
with Christ.— -ffer. Henry Ward Beecher, 

Brother, did the Saviour seek thee ? 

Hast thou heard the Shepherd's voice ? 
Did it reach thee — did it guide thee? 
Doth thy heart in it rejoice ? 

Give the Saviour more than pity, 
Help the fallen, seek the lost. 

Brother, did the Saviour seek thee ? 

Did He find thee far from God ? 
Did He bring the balm that healed thee, 
Thouorh that balm was His own blood ? 
Give the Saviour more than pity. 
Help the fallen, seek the lost. 

Brother, did the Saviour find thee. 

Like a bird without a nest. 
Hopeless, weary, sad, and fainting ? 
Did He bring thy heart to rest ? 

Give the Saviour more than pity. 
Help the fallen, seek the lost. 




%^t S^eart n ^^oixmuiH WmMh Has. 



)HE heart a thousand tendrils has, 
Of love and weakness born, 
And these, in luring it to rest, 

May not be rudely torn ; 
They creep and twine round many things, 

Most subtle, hard to part ; 
In dealing with another's woe, 
Oh^ show a brother's heart ! 
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The heart has nutny hidden strings, 

And each its note will give, 
But love's own skill must guide the hand 

Which makes the music live ; 
Oh, gently touch this broken harp ! 

To prayer the, skill is given, 
And, mid lifers discords, thoushalt hear 

Such strains as ravish heaven. 




}EAB brethren, do you know that you could not do 
anything that would touch my heart so much as that 
which you should do to my child ? You might put a fortune 
upon my shoulders and I should be grateful ; but he who 
helps my child to begin his life aright burdens me with grati- 
tude a thousand times more. If my child were in peril, and you 
should succour him in a distant city, and the tidings should 
come home to me, I could not find words to thank you for 
what you did for him. I should be grateful if you did it for me, 
but not so much as if you did it for my child, because my child is 
himself and myself too ; and my feelings for him are more than 
my feelings for myself. What you do for my child is the 
deepest and truest service that you can render me. And, how 
do you think it is in the bosom of your God and your Saviour ? 
If you take up in your arms the despoiled, and i]^e outcast, 
and the lost ; if you wash them in your tears ; if you are to 
them, in your small way, what Christ has been to you ; if you 
call them, and bring them back again from wrong courses ; 
and if you are permitted to stand in His presence in the last 
day, and say to Him, 'Here am I, and these,' what will be 
the joy which you shall experienee ! What will be that glad- 
ness, what will be that love^ which will roll forth from the 
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soul of Jesus to any one of you that watches with Him on 
earth, and watches with Him in behalf of His little ones ! — 
Hev* Henri/ Ward Beecher, 

• 

Bleating, bleating in the bleak wind, 
Shrinking from the cold night air, 

Kaked feet upon the pavement, 
Little limbs exposed and bare. 

Shiv'ring, shiy'ring little faces, 
SheltVing 'neath their tangled hair ; 

In the streets, the courts, the alleys, 
Little children everywhere. 

Birds have nests in which to nestle. 
Sheltered from the wind and cold ; 

Little lambs by care are guided 
To their pasture and their fold. 

Buds upon the tree are covered. 

Shielded from the blast of spring, 
And the hen her chickens gathers 

To the shelter of her wing. 

But the children of our city, 
Wander houseless, cold, and bare. 

Where's the love which melts in pity. 
Cheerful stoops their griefs to share ? 

Were it not that Christ the Shepherd 

Of His fold is still the door, 
Keeps His bosom for the children. 

Death itself would leave them poor. 

Eagles, to preserve their young ones, 

At the risk of life will fly 
To their succour ; human parents. 

Brutish, senseless, let them die. 

• 

O ye clouds ! rain down your sorrow ! 

Burning skies I come shed your tear ! 
Weep the children, lost by thousands. 

Sick and dying year by year ! 




OR, 

afh^ |l«{adiit5s of d^hrist icith a goHiiJj iiscipic 

** Will ye also go away ? " 

)ND will ye turn aside ? 
_ _ What have I done to thee ? 

Will ye My love deride, 

And from My sorrows flee ? 
My life I gave for thee, 
What hast thou given Me ? 

Say, have I failed thy love, 

Or broken faith with thee ? 
Come, then, My love now prove, 

.Unchanging, fuU, and free; 
Oft have I wept for thee, 
Hast thou no tear for Me ? 

I left my Father's breast 

To bleed and die for thee. 
That I might bring thee rest. 

Thy heart from sorrow free ; 
I left My all for thee. 
What hast thou left for Me ? 

Through years I toiled for thee, 

Oft weary day and night, 
That ye might happy be, 

And serve Me with delight ; 
All this thy faith can prove, 
I only ask thy love. 

And still I am thy Lord, 

Thy loving, rightful King, 
And faithful to My word. 

Thy heart to rest would bring ; 
Why should My love oppress ? 
I only seek to bless. 
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And what dost thou pursue ? 

Is it this world's poor smile ? 
Doih this hide Me from yiew, 

And thy poor heart beguile ? 
Have I denied thee aiight, 
My love thus sold for naught. 

Anger is not in Me, 

Though grief is in My speech, 
I fain would set thee free 

Again ; thy heart would reach ; 
To wound thee gives Me pain, * 

Wilt thou pierce Me again ? 

What is the world at best ? 

A bubble on time's stream, 
Bright, sparkling, without rest ; 

A passing, fevered dream ; 
Behold, it melts from view, 
Wilt thou this dream pursue ? 

And is it true indeed 

For this from me ye turn ? 
Must not My heart then bleed 

As ye My love thus spurn ? 
To other lovers fly ; 
Proclaim My love a lie ! 

Hast thou forgot the hour, 

When, looking in My heart. 
My blood removed with power, 

Sin*s bitterness and smart ? 
These open wounds now see, 
They weep again for thee. 

Time was when from My brow 
Thou wouldst have plucked each thorn ; 

What have I done that now 
My wounds ye should not mourn ? 

Alas, how dark this hour, 

If these have lost their power I 
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What more then can I eaj ? 

Behold, My heart it bleeds ; 
Life swiftly speeds away, 

Behold, My love it pleads ; 
Wilt thou these pleadings spun ? 
O faithless heart, return ! 




You dread the d«ath of a friend, but you ought to dread with 
deeper apprehension the dying out of spiritual aspirations from his 
heart. I am overcome by the loss of a child, but I know, if the New 
Testament is true, I ought to grieve more heartily when some new sin 
has defiled my conscience, and dropped a deeper veil between my soul 
and the God of my life. Tears and sighs mark all our way as we 
carry out our dear ones to burial, but there are no graves so mournful 
as those mammon digs for our uprightness, and sloth for our 
holier energies, and the world's flattery for our single-mindedness. — 
F. D. Huntington^ D.D. 

jHE apostle says, ' we are not sufficient of ourselves to 
think a good thought of ourselves.' Every good 
thought, therefore, is born in our hearts of God, and yet who 
thinks of his responsibility in relation to such thoughts ; they 
often come to us like birds of Paradise with the light and 
beauty of heaven upon their wings, but so far from welcoming 
thena, we too often scare them away by the noise and din of 
outward things ; instead of making a nest for them in the warm 
bosom of our love, we cast them out to perish in the cold of 
non-observation or neglect. We mourn over our dead friends, 
but who has mourned over His dead, and often murdered, 
thoughts — thoughts, which if they haul been cherished, would 
have done more for us than the very best of those who 
have most tenderly loved us." 

With sunlight dancing on its wings, 

Love shining through its eyes, 
It came, a fair and gladsome thing, 

Its birth-place in the skies. 
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It ifiight hare led to iq>Ting8 of truth, 

Above yond* shining hills ; 
Or slaked my thirst with those sweet joys, 

Which faith's own heart oft thrills. 

It might have led to its warm nest, 

Hard by the tree of life, 
To feast upon those luscious fruits 

Which kill all death and strife. 

But, through a cloud of cold neglect, 

I found my bird had fled ; 
Yea, even more — I looked and wept, 
' For lo ! the bird was dead ! 

Oh, should these bright birds come again. 

So frail and yet so fair, 
In love's warm nest, Oh, may they rest, 

Made mine by earnest prayer. 




^t ggmjgi §xmc^tx ; ox, S^txmsl§i gte 

wxrt m €ixtlts, 

G was a faithful and successful preacher of 

the gospel for many years. Upon his death bed 
a brother minister asked him if there was anything in his 
preaching which, if he had his time to go over again, he 
would alter. The dying man was silent for a time, and then ' 
replied — *' Well, I think I would preach more in straight lines 
and less in circles." 

Why should men*s dreams our hearts perplex, 
Why with vain babblings reason vex ? 

Oh, hear the dying. 

Our time is flying— 
In straight lines, not in circles ! 
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Truth's enters gush from yonder rill, 
Let us go t^, not round the hill ; 

Oh, hear the dying, &c. 

See o'er the sea yond' steady light, 
Come, spread each sail— lo, comes the night I 
Oh, hear the dying, &c. 

Come now, move on I proud self control, 
Or we shall fail, nor reach the goal ; 
Oh, hear the dying, &c. 

Straight on, in words of living fire, 
Of burning love and strong desire : 
Oh, hear the dying, &c. 

Straight on in words of gospel light, 
In God'b own armour pure and bright ; 
Oh, hear the dying, &c. 

Straight on, for men will toy and play, 
'Till comes the night, and fades the day ! 
Oh, hear the dying, ^c. 

Straight on, for Jesus whispers come ! 

And we shall rest when we get home. 

Oh, hear the dying, &c. 



Jnd t|.e to die ; he who can find no tiLet Z^Z ^^7^ 
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)00B old Bessie, as some Christian friends called her> 
was a veiy aged Christian ; and had outlived all her 
relations and early friends, with the exception of a few who 
lived at too great a distance to see her often. She had been 
almost bed-ridden for years, and was chiefly dependent upon 
a little weekly relief from the parish, supplemented by a little 
help contributed by a few Christian friends who loved her for 
the excellences of her Christian character. She lived in one 
room almost entirely dependent upon the kindly o£Sces of her 
poor, kind neighbours, who had learned to love her for her 
habitual cheerfulness and kindness of disposition ; necessarily 
she was much alone, her only companion and chief joy being 
an old Bible well marked and thumbed by constant use. When 
sometimes recommended to read other little books lent her by 
Christian friends, she would express her thankfulness for them, 
generally adding, however, they are very good ; but, " the 
old book is best after all.'' The Word of Q-od had been her 
solace and joy for years; it was, indeed, the food and medicine 
of her soul. She lived upon its promises, and with joy waited 
for the coming of her Lord. She departed suddenly, and, as 
might be expected, her end was peace. 

On entering the quiet little room where she lay it was 
touching to see her old and faithful friend, the Bible, lying 
by the side of her co£Sn, with her spectacles folded between 
its leaves. We looked at the precious book with a reverence 
Bcaroely felt before ; the spirit of the departed seemed to linger 
about its pages. Oh, how they were worn, and creased, and 
underlined, from one end of the book to the other. And, 
what a witness will this old Bible be against those who slight 
its teachings, or worse, treat them with contempt. On the 
pages between which her glasses were found were the follow- 
ing words, probably the last upon which, in the midst of 
death, her eyes fell, ** And they shall see His face, and His 
name shall be upon their foreheads — prophetic words ? She 
did see His face ; He was the beloved of her soul ; His name 
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was upon her forehead ; in the midst of poverty, weakness, 
darkness, and sorrow, she had exhibited His beauty — and 
now she is not — for she was to see His face and be like Him 
for ever. " And I heard a voice saying unto me, Write, 
Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord : Yea, saith the 
Spirit, for they rest from their labours, and their works do 
foUow." 

By the side of a coffin most plain, 

In which poor old Bessie found rest, 
On a rickety three-legged stool, 

Lay the book the old lady loved best ; 
There it lay like a warrior chief, 

Who had often slain many a doubt, 
And now from beneath its closed leaves 

The old lady's glaases'peep out. 

The old clock in the comer seemed sad, • 

Its face wore a soft pensive air. 
And looked as though trying to hear 

The sound of the old lady's prayer. 
, A flower, the owner's delight, 

She often had counted each leaf. 
Looked drooping as though it would die. 

And shared in the silence and grief. 

A cricket loud chirped on the hearth, 

But no one paid heed to its voice ; 
The sun threw his beams on the bed 

But no heart was now made to rejoice. 
The chair the old lady most loved, 

Looked vacant as waiting its guest, 
And the pictures looked sad in their frames, 

As missing the form they knew best. 

But chiefly the Bible seemed sad, 

So battered, marked, faded, and old ; 
** Oh, what has become of my friend," 

Her love has not surely grown cold. 
I miss the warm touch of her hand. 

Her first gentle, early embrace ; 
Lost too, is the light of her eye, 

AttI th? pm'l? of h?r k'n'l p«n''*\-'> fpc». 
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She walked in my fields with great joy, 

By the light of the sun ever bright ; 
Plucked fruit in my garden all day, 

And slept 'neath my wing through the night. 
I guided her heart to its rest, 

Again and again dried her tear&, 
When lonely I whispered my love, 

And hushed all her sorrows and fears. 

From winter I led to the spring, 

Where bright flowers for ever appear, 
And the rivers and fountains e^er flow, 

And the trees yield their fruit all the year. 
The mists and the darkness of sense, 

I often removed from her eye. 
And bade her wrapt spirit to soar 

In a path where no eagle oould fly. 

Forsaken, and old, and forlorn. 

The hours were oft weary and long, 
I showed her the city of gold, 

And cheered her poor heart with its song. 
We sailed o'er the ocean of love, 

Unfathomed by plummet or line. 
When fainting I held up her head, 

And revived her with flagoos of wine. 

When alone she sank helpless to. die, 
And sighed in her pain for release, 
I stooped and I moistened her lips. 

And gave her my last kiss of peace. 

* * * * 

O book, fio neglected and hid 

From the healthy, and wealthy, and proud ; 
Oh, sad for this nation the day 

When your teachings are lost in the crowd. 
Some now would step into your place, 

Honeyed phrases distil from their breath ; 
But let us. Oh, let us beware ! 

Their sweetness perhaps covers death. 

8 
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O book, the true glory of man, 

The treasure and wealth of the poor, 
How oft in our night have ye chased 
The wolf of despair from the door ? 
Through travail, and torture, and toil, 
■ Our fathers through thee held their way, 
Fought hard for the word of our God, 
That word we refuse to obey. 

O book, the true balm of our care. 

The anodyne sweet of all pain, 
Our star through the darkness of time, 

Sin's antidote, poison, and bane. 
The beauty of age and of youth, 

Your virtues uq poet can sing. 
Ye pour into life its true joy, 

And rob even death of its sting. 

« 
Hold fast the old book, working men ! 

The charter of freedom for all ; 
Let this but slip out of your grasp. 

In vain to your gods ye shall call. 
The priest, or the tyrant, or knave, 

Will soon have your feet in their snare, 
While you. vapour and soar in conceit. 

Your freedom will mdt into air. 

O working men, often ye sing, 

*^ That Britons shall never be slaves,'* 
Take heed of your principles then. 

Beware ol deek falsehoods and knaves. 
In tall talk and dreams ye may soar — 

We often ascend but to fall ; 
But, we all Qhall find out in the end, 

Old Bessie's book best after all. 







of fj^t %l\tp^ 

[HEBE are few professing Christians who think much 
of the daily toil and self-denial of the City 
Missionary, and but very few have a 'kind word of encourage- 
ment for such. Speaking to one of these earnest labourers 
in one of the poorest and most degraded districts of London, 
we remarked that he must often feel his work very trying, 
called upon to visit and witness so much vice and misery 
day after day ; he replied, that such was the case, that he 
often felt as though his work would be too mucH for him, 
but, said he, " the Master gives me a look now and then, and 
when I catch a glimpse of Him, it helps me on wonderfully, 
and I think. if He comes here, I may well follow." 

A kingly presence oft was there, 
Mysterious, moving everywhere ; 
We caught the beamings of His face, 
His beauty often sought to tracQ ; 
His lofty brow and pensive eye, 
With fitful gleams of majesty. 

We often wondered whence He came, 
Unknown His beauty, work, and name, 
But, as He wandered neath the stars, 
Light from His face revealed His scars ; 
He stooped to raise a child from earth. 
And as He stooped we read His birth. 

Hq hid His face, but wrote His name 

In loving deeds disguised from fame ; 

Li fetid courts, in crowded room. 

In cold damp cells, mid dirt and gloom ; 

He bent His ear o'er fevered breath, 

And wiped the brow when chilled by death. 
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His flowing skirts we loved to trace, 
Mid sorrow, misery, and disgrace ; 
His beauty, like a beam of light. 
Revealed the darkness of the night ; 
Now of these courts we'll not despair, 
For lo, a King is working there ! 






)f 



'^The wilderness and the solitary place shall be glad for them.' 

" The public spirit of Seneca is a sharp censure to many prirate- 
spirited Christians. " I would so live/' said he, "as if I knew that I 
received my being only for the benefit of others." — Seeker. 

'* Wherefore doth the Lord make your cup run over, but that other 
men's lips might taste the liquor ? The showers that fall upon the 
highest mountains, should glide into the lowest valley. Give and it 
ahall be given you is a maxim little believed.'* — Ibid, 

" Jo rejoice in another's prosperity is to give content to your own 
lot. To mitigate another's grief is to alleviate or dispel your own." 
^—Edwards, 



;HERE are many professing Christians in this world 
who, like the knights of King Arthur's table, spend 
all their lives in the pursuit of the " Holy Grail *' of a living 
and true communion of soul, and never find it, because over- 
looking poor, lone, sorrowful, ^and broken Christian hearts 
all around them, they seek it in mere symbolism, or the 
observance of certain outward formalities which cannot touch 
the heart, and, hence, often come to the conclusion that the 
thing itself is not to be found in this world, whereas, if they 
could but be forgetful of their dignity for a time, and go forth 
i& the pursuit of the Lord's poor, and seek to alleviate their 
distress, they would find in abundance that for which their 
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hearts long, and their faith would be refreshed and increased 
at the same time. 

Mr. 0— : — . was a professional man of considerable property, 
and a real Christian, but when, by a sudden reverse- of fortune, 
he was greatly reduced in his circumstances, it had such an 
eflPect upon his mind that for a time there was considerable 
danger that his brain would not regain its strength, and that 
his great mental depression would issue in permanent mental 
debility. One day, however, he opened his Bible on the 
words — " The wilderness and the solitary place shall be glad 
for them;'* and he was led to ask himself what sad or solitary 
heart has been made glad hy me f Conscience awoke, and he 
sallied forth there and then to seek out the sick and the 
afflicted, and to administer to them such help and consolation 
as was within the reach of his limited means. The result 
was that in a short time his health visibly improved, his 
mind was taken off itself, and ultimately he said he lost 
his sorrows in the ministering to the griefs of others. This 
was a sound cure, and the remedy is within the reach of all. 
The Great Physician will furnish the poorest with all that is 
required — chiefly a loving heart, and an acquaintance with 
His own words. The friend referred to used to say that he 
believed in the pursuit of the " Holy Grail " in this sense ; 
that broken hearts were the best cups to hold the wine of a 
real spiritual communion, and that a good, loving, practical 
mission to lone hearts might be effectually used as a bracing 
tonic for a feeble faith, bad spiritual digestion, and often for 
the cure even of a weak head. 

We need not seek for golden cups, 

However bright they shine, 
A human heart is more than gold, 

And love is more than wine ; 
And broken hearts are ever near, 

Pierced through by want and grief, 
Oft thirsting for a draught of love, 

To cheer and bring relief. 
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Oh ! seek them out, these golden cups. 

Sad hearts for erer near, 
And brim them o'er with that sweet love . 

Which kills all grief and fear ; 
We need not wait for fame or name, 

Or prestige wealth imparts ; 
There is a mission all may join — 

The mission to lone hearts. 





il'HE working classes, in their efforts to abolish the 
Sabbath, and to destroy all reverence for it in the 
human mind, thinking by these means to get the entire disposal 
of the day into their own hands, are simply deceiving them- 
selves, for, although we could not advocate state interference 
in this matter on religious grounds, yet on physiological 
grounds we can ; and of this one thing the working classes 
may be sure, that all respect for the Sabbath destroyed, and 
men set free from all state control in this matter, many of 
them, will soon, in their love of greed, rob their fellows of 
the day of rest, and transform the whole life into one scene 
of monotonous toil. The following fact, therefore, is especially 
worthy of the serious consideration of the working classes : 

''During the excesses of the first French revolution, at 
the close of last century, Christianity and the Sabbath were 
abolishel in France, but the mere necessities of man's nature 
compelled the atheistical government to institute a day of rest 
of their ^wn, which they called a decade, occuring every tenth 
day. What a confession of the reasonableness of the divine 
command." — Bishop of Calcutta s Sermons^ p. 163. 

There is an admirable tract on this subject, by Professor 
Miller, of Edinburgh, entitled, " Physiology in harmony with 
the- Bible." 
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AH exile's song, SUPfOSED TO BE VTRITTEN AT THE GOLD 

DIGGINGS, AUSTRALIA. 

A mem'ry comes to-day, 

Sweet, fiolemn, sacred, sad, 
Of a river far away, 

Which often made me glad ; 
Through fields, bright, green and fair, 

It sang a pensive psalm, 
The music filled the air, 

And breathed a holy caJm ; 
O holy river of delight, 
I^ng hidden from this aching sight ! 

Methinks I hear thy song, 
Sweet river of the past ( 

Thy notes I would prolong, 
They oft have healed my heart ; 

I weep, I pray, and think, 
On this far distant shore, 

But Oh, I long to drink, 
As I have drank before ; 
On this dry, arid, withered plain. 
For thee I pant ! I thirst in vain ! 

I follow thy sweet flow, 

O river of the blest, 
With heaven's own love aglow. 

Thy very ripples rest ; 
I hear the village bells, 

What joy thy waters give ! 
The evening hymn, it tells 

Of hearts that drink and live ; 
Oh, could this stream my temples lave ! 
Less I might gain, more I should have ! 

We toil and seek for gold, 

Life's sweetest joys all fled, 
All young, we all are old, 

Alive, we all are dead ; 
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Oh, through this arid plain, 
Blest river do thou come, 
And kill this lust of gain, 
Sweet river of my home ! 
Believe me now, I do not dream, 
The Sabbath — this is lifers fair stream. 

O }oy of brighter skies, 

The glory of the years, 
The light of pilgrim eyes, 

The beauty of their tears ; 
Star oa the brow of night, 

Bright beacon of life's sea, 
Faith hails thee with delight. 

Loved most by ihose most free ! 
O child of peace, my heart now bless. 
Oasis of the wilderresa ! 

O fount, aroimd whose brink. 

In every clime and land, 
Love's exiles rest and drink^ 

A worn and weary band | 
day, when mercy's voice 

Falls gently on the ear, 
Bids even grief rejoice, 

And soothes the heart of care ; 
Angel of peace, beneath whose wing 
God's birds find shelter as they sing ! 

O day, the poor man^s wealth. 

Wealth of each heart which feels. 
Of love which works by stealth, 

And hides the wounds she heals ; 
O day, the birth of rest, 

To sons of toil how sweet. 
Let all through thee be blest, 

Thy praise let all repeat ! 
River of life, still onward flow. 
Till earth like heaven with love shall glow. 
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O day, once quenched in night, 
Thy children, vho shall save ? 
Perished each pure delight 

Thy death is virtue's grave ; 
Theixe spreads the prurient breath 

Of lust, and toil, and care, 
The stagnant gloom of death, 
And horrors of despair ; 
By whom shall freedom rise again. 
Thus slaughtered, by her children slain ! 




[HE Rev. G. M. Murphy says that from the 1st of June 
to the 31st of August last, there were recorded in 
three of the public newspapers the following cases of murder, 
accidents, and crime, as resulting through the intemperate use 
of intoxicating drinks : — 

Murders, manslanghters, and suicides 86 

Fatal accidents and deaths by misadventure 77 

Attempted murders and suicides 44 

Violent assaults endangering life 41 

Common assaults, disgraceful conduct, &c 155 

Robberies in public-houses and through drink 49 

Furious driving and danger to life 13 

Kape and indecent assaults 8 

Charges against publicans 40 



Liquid fire for ever burning. 
All restraint and counsel spurning ; 
Snare of snares the mind bewitching, 
Death^s own chamel house enriching ; 



% t 
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Dry rot in lifers yessel spreading ; 
UpajB tree, sin^s poiaon shedding ; 
Stagnant marsh, whose fetid breath 
Is laden with disease and death ; 
Bar of progress, fount of sorrow, 
Spectre of the coming monow ; 
Canker of the nfttion^s wealth. 
Robber of the nation^s health ; 
Poison of our social life. 
Source of murder, crime, and strife ; 
God of heaven, we look to Thee 
From this curse, Oh, set us free! 








»S. P. was a godly woman, who struggled hard for 
her family for many years, but died at the early age 
of 41, destroyed by disease, poverty, and sorrow, the martyr, 
alas! as in the case of thousands, to her husband's intemperance. 

Dear George, pray do not seek 

The public house to-night, 

"Tis long since we have spent 

An evening with delight ; 
^Tis growing late ; come, husband, come! 
To-night you will not leave your home ! 

The day has seemed so long. 

My work has worried too, 

I wondered all the day, 

What had become of you ; 
Were you at work? I could not tell. 
But tried to hope that all was welL 
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Fm weary and want rest. 

And little Will is sick ; 

And Kate is tired too, 

As well as little Dick ; 
Come, dearest George, come stay, at home, 
Hark ! how the rain is pelting down ! 

« 
Did you hear Willie cry, 

Do not his heart distress. 

You should have heard his prayer, 

** O Jesus, father bless !" 
Come, dearest George, now with us stay, 
You will not, cannot say us nay 1 

There's Willie wants his kiss, 

And Kate is waiting too, 

^rhey want to go to sleep, 
• They're waiting," dear, for you ; 
Come, gire them now one fond caress, 
And find at home your happiness. 

Dear George, 'tis many years 

Since you and I were wed, 

What changes we have seen, 

How many joys have fled ; 
How many things time here destroys, 
Not sparing even youthful joys. 

I think of early days. 

The sunshine of past years, 

Though memory breaks my heart. 

And fills my eyes with tears; 
1 would not grieve you, George, but think ! 
How much we've lost, and lost through drink ! 

I look at this our home, 

How poor, how dark and^sad, 

Our children pale and wan, 

So poor and meanly clad ; 
Poor little birds, bow can they sing ! 
For ever nursed 'neath sorrow's wing ! 
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« • 

It was not always so ; 

You once were brave and true ; 

My heart, dear George, it breaks. 

It often weeps for you ; 
Oh, fly this drink ! this liquid fire ! 
The death of strength and pure desire ! 

Oh, think upon the past ! 

Look at our children dear ; 

Behold they fade and die, 

The prey of want and fear ; 
Hast thou no love for them or me ? 
Arise, dear George ! strive to be free. 

For what too have you sold 
Your children, home and wife ? 
To drink, and wicked men 
Who seek the precious life ; 

Oh, dreadful vice ! abyss of grief ! 

Where shall we fly ! where find relief ! 

We know whence help must come, 
. * We never need despair ; 

Once, George, you bowed the knee, 
And sought for help in prayer; 
Oh, let us go to God again. 
We shall not seek his help in vain. 
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IGOR Bessie is dead — ^literally killed inch by inch b}*^ 
her drunken husband. Oh, what a biography of 
sorrow and patient endurance was this poor Christian woman's 
life. What will now become of her little ones ? it is impos- 
sible to say — the union seems inevitable." — Private Letter, 

Quiet Bessie, ever working, 

Worried oft in heart and head, 
Toiling to support her children, 

Struggling hard to win their bread. 
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In the morning cold and early, 
When the bitter winds blow bleak, 

Forth to work goes quiet Bessie, 
Seldom is she heard to speak. 

Wan and thoughtful, still she plods on, 

Thin and meanly is she drest ; 
Sometimes weeps but never murmurs, 

Loeked her griefs within her breast. 

Struggling, toiling, through long hours, 

Poor her food, and dim her sight, 
Faint and weary, toil completed, 

Home to blows and grief at night. 

Few the words of love which greet her, 

Known her sorrows to but few, 
Dearly loved by all her children, 

And her neighbours poor but true. 

As a rose its pale leaves folding. 

Bends its head beneath the storm. 
Bruised and silent, weak and trembling, 

Droops poor Bessie's fading form. 

Yet ONE eye her sorrows weighing, 

Marks her every sigh and tear. 
Better hopes for her unfolding, 

Mercy yet shall bring them near. 

In a room, cold, dim, and silent, 

Like a bird in its own nest, 
Calm her face, yet bright as morning, 

Quiet Bessie lies at rest. 

. Little children gather round her, 

Clasp the hands whence life hath fled, 

-Asking questions as they wonder 
At the silence on the bed. 
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In a drarohyard— nature's garden. 
Where at early dawn she weeps, 

Throngh their tears her children crowning. 
Quiet Bessie sweetly sleeps. 




iCnkofitrn ^rtgrs. 



lOT only from the floods and flames 
Do Jesu's martyrs come, 
Not only from their wounds and bonds. 
Doth Jesus caU them home. 

But oh, from beds when anguish pines, 
llirough long sad nights of pain, 

Where patience meekly bows her head, 
And longs for death as gain. 

From scenes where courteous hatred leers, 
And love's own patience wears ; 

Where enmity sweet Truth reviles, 
And lives upon her tears. 

From homes where godly fear is veiled. 

And purity oft weeps, 
And meekness through the long dark night, 

Qer patient vigil keeps. 

From fields of toil where love oft faints, 
And weeps her strength away, 

Yields, inch by inch, the precious life. 
While waiting for the day. 

Oh, what vast crowds for aye arise, 

Ne'er seen but from afar, 
All martyrs in the Saviour's cause, 

Who never wore a scar I 




, G. had been a Christian for many years but his face 
bore the marks of ill health and much conflict — he 
had been a drunkard. 

In the midst of his sad and ruinous career, God mercifully 
touched him by sickness, and woke up his conscience to his 
true condition and danger; and, after a loner and severe conflict, 
he found the rest, strength, and peace of his soul in Christ. 

He became a teetotaller, and, on being asked if he did not 
occasionally feel the old fire wake up — the old thirst seize him? 
He said, " Yes.** " And under such circumstances, what do you 
do? " enquired the friend. " I run home and pray all the way." 

With a sad smile he said, * I know there is some truth in the 

old proverb as slightly altered, at least, in my experience ; — 

' He who prays and runs away. 
Lives to fight another day.'" 

Mr. C. quite gained the victory over his terrible foe, and 
when we last heard of him, he was still a quiet, useful and 
retiring Christian. 

Hast thou fallen, soiil, by drinking, 
Do not seek for strength in thinking ; 
Moth which flutters round the candle, 
Finds the heat its life wiU strangle ; 
Do not strive drink^s flame to smother, 
Hear the language of a brother ; 

*' He who prays and runs away, 

lives to fight another day.*' 

Dost thou fear the coming morrow, 
Crushed by failure, slain by sorrow? 
Hast thou felt despair's cold finger? 
Near temptation do not linger ! 
Do not strive drink's flame to smother, 
Hear the language of a brother ; 

'* He who prays and runs away, 

Lives to fight another day.** 
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O the tears, the woes, and wailing ! 

O the horror I strength all failing ! 

O the mental weakness— drivel ! 

And the fear of coming evil ! 

By these griefs thou canst not smother, 

Hear the language of a brother ; 
"■ He who prays and runs away, 
Lives to fight another day." 

By the ruin and disaster, 
Where vile habit is the master, 
Passing pleasure, vain and hollow, 
And the death most sure to follow ; 
Let not drink thy conscience smother, 
Hear the language of a brother ; 
"He who prays and runs away, 
Lives to fight another day." 
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-■^id THE gifted, the loving, the generous, is gone! 
Another victim to strong drink. — Private Letter. 



Go softly. Brother ! •» 
Be slow and sure, 
It will secure, 
The end in view 
And keep thee true — 

Brother ! 

Go softly. Brother ! 
But do not sleep, 
The way is steep, 
Haste is not speed. 
Let caution lead, 

Brother. 
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Go softly, Brother ! 
E^er comes the end 
Thy back may bend ; 
And look around, 
Mark well the ground, 

Brother. 

Go softly, Brother ! 

What wrecks appear ! 
They claim thy tear ; 
But all the way, 
Oh, do thou pray, 

Brother. 

Go softly, Brother ! 

The wrecks you see 
Were once like thee ; 
Thyself distrust, 
In Jesus trust, 

Brother. 



griuL 




)0E each of us^ no business can be of more pressing 
moment, of more urgent importance, than the dis- 
covery of our besetting sin. The bosom sin in grace exactly 
resembles a strong current in nature, which is setting full upon 
dangerous shoals and quicksands. If in your spiritual compu- 
tation . you do not calculate upon your besetting sin, upon its 
force, its ceaseless operation, and its artfulness, it will sweep 
you on noiselessly, and with every appearance of calm, but 
surely and effectually, to your ruin. So may we see a gallant 
ship leave the dock, fairly and bravely rigged, and witt all her 
pennons flying ; and the high sea, when she has cleft her way 
into it, is un wrinkled as the brow of childhood, and seems to 

laugh with many a twinkling smile ; and, wken night falls, 

9 
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the moonbeams dance upon the wave, and the brightness of 
the day has left a delicious balminess behind it in the air^ and 
the ship is anchored negligently and feebly, and all is then 
still save the gentle drowsy gurgling which tells that water is 
the element in which she floats ; but, in the dead of the night, 
the anchor loses its hold, and then the current, deep and 
powerful, bears her noiselessly whither it will ; and, in the 
morning, the wail of desperation rises from her decks, for she 
has fallen on the shoal, and the disconsolateness of the dreary 
twilight, as the bteeze springs with the daybreak, and with 
rude impact dashes her planks angrily against the rock, con- 
trasts strangely with the comfort and peacefulness of the past 
evening. Such was the doom of JudsiS Iscariot. Blessed with 
the companionship of our Lord himself, dignified with the 
apostleship, and adorned with all the high graces which that 
vocation involved, he* was blinded to the undercurrent of hia 
character, which set in the direction of the mammon of unright- 
eousness, and which eventually ensured for him an irretriev- 
able fall. — Goulbum, 

• 

Drink has but a shallow cup, 

Soon we drain it dry, 
To keep it sparkling at the lip, 

Many vainly try. 

Though its pleasures many laud. 

Loud its praises sing, * 

Soon it mocks the fevered lip. 

Leaves behind its sting. 

In its sweetness poison lurks, 

Madness in its joy, 
All its golden promises 

Mixed with base alloy. 

While the eye with rapture shineii 

Gleaming in the cup, 
Death puts forth his bony hand. 

And the game is up. 
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O mj brother, hast thou felt 

Drink too strong for theeP 
Flj the danger ; taste it not, 

To the Saviour flee ! 
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POOB idiot, who was supported by his parish in the 
Highlands of Scotland, passed his time in wandering 
from house to house. He was silent and peaceable, and won 
the pity of all kind hearts. He had little power to converse 
with his fellow-men, but seemed often in loving oommunion 
with Him, who, while he is the High and Holy One, condescends 
to men of low estate. Yeddie, as he was called, was in the 
habit of whispering and muttering to himself as he trudged 
along the highway, or performed the simple tasks which any 
neighbour felt at liberty to demand of him. The boys, while 
they were never cruel to him, often got a little fun out of his 
odd ways. He believed every word they said to him ; and 
because he had been told in sport that, if he once rode over 
the hiUs to Kirk in a donkey-cart, he would never be heir to 
the Earl of Glen- Allen, he refused all the kind offers of 
farmers and cottagers, and replied always in the same words : 
" Na, na ; ill luck falls on me the day I mount a cart ; so I'll 
aye gang on my ain feet up to the courts of the Lord's house, 
and be talking to Himse? as I gang.'' 

Once, when a merry boy heard him pleading earnestly with 
some unseen one, he asked, ** What ghost or goblin are you 
begging favours of now, Yeddie ? " *' Neither the one nor the 
tither, laddie,** he replied. " I was just having a few words 
wi' Him that neither yersel' nor I can see, and yet wi'Him 
that sees the baith o' us 1 " The poor fellow was talking to 
God, while the careless wise ones laughingly said, "He is 
talking to himself .'^ 
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One day Teddie presented Himself in His coarse frock and 
Lis hob-nailed shoes before the minister,, and making a bow, 
much like that of a wooden toy when pulled by a string, he 
said, " Please, minister, let poor Yeddie eat supper on the 
coming day wi* the Lord Jesus.*' The good man was pre- 
paring for the observance of the Lord's Supper, which came 
quarterly in that thinly settled region, and was celebrated by 
several churches together; so that the concourse of people 
made it necessary to hold the services in the open air. 

He was too busy to be disturbed by the simple youth, and 
so strove to put him off as gently as possible. But Yeddie 
pleaded, " Oh, minister, if ye but kenned how I love him, ye 
wud let me go where He's to sit at table 1 " This so touched 
hia heart that permission was given for Yeddie to take his seat 
with the rest. And although he had many miles to trudge 
over hill and moor, he was on the ground long before those 
who lived near and drove good horses. 

As the service proceeded, tears flowed freely from the eyes 
of the poor '' innocent," and at the name of Jesus he would 
shake his head mournfully and whisper, " But I dhma see 
Him." At length, however, after partaking of the hallowed 
elements, he raised his head, wiped away the traces of his 
tears, and, looking in the minister's face, nodded and smiled. 
Then he covered his face with his hands and buried it between 
his knees, and remained in that posture till the parting bless- 
ing was given, and the people began to scatter. He then rose, 
and with a face lighted with joy, and yet marked with so- 
lemnity, he followed the rest. 

One after another from his own parish spoke to him, but 
he made no reply until pressed by some of the boys. Then 
he said, " Ah, lads, dinna bid Yeddie talk to-day ! He's seen 
the face o' the Lord Jesus among his ain ones. He got a 
smile fro' his eye and a word fro' his tongue ; and he's af eared 
to speak lest he lose memory o't ; for it's but a bad memory 
he has at the best. Ah ! lads, lads, I ha' seen Him this day 
that I never seed before. I ha' seen wi' these dull eyes yon 



OB, THE FIB8T AND LAST OOUMUNION. 133 

lovely Man^ Dinna ye speak, but just leave poor Teddie to 
His company." 

The boys looked on in wonder, and one whispered to another* 
*' Sure he's na longer daft ! The senses ha' come into his 
head, and he looks and speaks like a wise one." 

When Yeddie reached the poor cot he called " home,*' he 
dared not speak to the " granny " who sheltered him, lest he 
might, as he said, " lose the bonny face." He left his " ppr- 
ritch and treacle " untasted ; and after smiling on and patting 
the faded cheek of the old woman, to show her that he was 
not out of humour, he climbed the ladder to the poor loft 
where his pallet of straw was, to get another look and another 
word " fro' yon lovely Man." And his voice was heard below, 
in low tones : *' Aye, Lord, it's just poor me that has been sae 
long seeking ye ; and now we'll bide together and never part 
more I Oh, aye ! but this is a bonny loft, all goold and pre- 
cious stones. The hall o' the castle is a poor place to my loft 
this bonny night ! " And then his voice grew softer and 
softer till it died away. 

Granny sat over the smouldering peat below, with her elbows 
on her knees, relating in loud whispers to a neighbouring 
crone the stories of the boys who had preceded Yeddie from 
the service, and also his own strange words and appearance. 
'^ And besides all this," she said in a hoarse whisper, '' he 
refused to taste his supper — a thing he had never done 
before since the parish paid his keeping. More than that, he 
often ate his own portion and mine too, and then cried for 
more ; such a fearful appetite he had I But to-night, when he 
cam' in faint wi' the long road he had come, he cried, ' Na 
meat for me, granny ; I ha' had a feast which I will feel 
within me while I live ; I supped with the Lord Jesus, and noo 
I must e'en gang up to the loft and sleep with him.' " 

"Noo, Molly,'' replied granny's guest, "does na' that 
remind ye o' the words o' our Lord Himsel' when he tell'd 
them that bid him eat, ' I ha' meat to eat that ye know not 
of.' Who'll dare to say that the blessed hand that fed the 
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multitude when they were seated upon the grass, has na' been 
this day feeding the hungry soul o' poor Yeddie as he sat 
at his table ? Ah, Molly, we little know what humble work He 
will stoop to do for his ain puir ones who cry day and night 
to Him! We canna tell noo but this daft laddie will be 
greater in the kingdom of heaven than the Earl himsel' — ^puir 
body — that looks very little noo as if he'd be able to crowd in 
at the pearly gate 1 " 

" And oh, Janet, if ye could ha' seen the face of yon pnir 
lad a^ he cam' into the cot ! It just shone like the light, and 
at first, even afore he spoke a word, I thocht he was carrying 
a candle in his hand ! I believe in my soul, good neebor, that 
Yeddie was in great company to-day, and that the same shining 
was on him as was on Moses and Elias when they talked with 
Jesus on the Mount. I e'en hope he brocht the blessing home 
wi' him to 'bide on the widow that was too auld and feeble to 
walk to the table, but who has borne with him, and toiled 
patiently for him, because he was one of the Lord's little and 
feeble ones." 

'* Oo, aye, doubtless he did bring home the blessitig, and that 
ye'U get the reward o' these many cups o' cold water ye've given 
him ; for what's the few pence or shillings the parish grants 
ye, compared wi' the mother's care ye give him I " said Janet. 

" Aweel, aweel," replied granny, " if I get the reward it'll 
not be because I wrought for that I seemed ne'r to ken, syne 
the day I took the daft and orphanted lad, that I was mind- 
ing, and feeding, and clothing one of ' these little ones,' and I 
ken it better to-night than ever. I ha' strange new feelings 
mysel' too, neebor, and I'm minded o' the hour when our 
blessed Master came and stood among his faithful ones, the 
door being shut, and said ' Peace be unto you.' Surely this 
strange heavenly calm can no' be of earth, and who shall say 
that Himsel' is not here beside us twa, come to this poor place 
more for the daft lad's sake than oor ain ? " 

And thus these lowly women talked of Him whom their 
souls loted, their hearts burning within them as they talked. 
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When the morrow's sun arose, '' granny," onwilUng to dis- 
turb the weary Yeddie, left her poor pillow to peifform his 
humble tasks. She brought peat from the stack, and witter 
from the spring. She spread her humble table, and made her 
*'porritch;" and then, remembering that he went supperless 
to bed, she called him from the foot of the ladder. There was 
no rej^ly. She called again and again, but there was no sound 
above, but the winds whistling through the openings in the 
thatch. She had not ascended the ricketty ladder for years ; 
but anxiety gave strength to her limbs, and she soon stood in 
the poor garret which had long sheltered the half-idiot boy. 
Before a rude stool, half sitting, half kneeling, with his head 
resting on his folded arms, she found Yeddie. She Md her 
hand upon his head, but instantly recoiled ia terror. The 
heavy iron crown had been lifted from his brow, and, while he 
was sleeping, had been replaced with the crown of the ran- 
somed, which f adeth not away. Yeddie had caught a. glimpse 
of Jesus, and could not live apart from him» As h« had 
supped, so he had slept — ^with Him. 

A deep awe fell on the parish and the minister at this 
evident token that Christ had been among them ; and the 
funeral of the idiot boy was attended from far and wide. A 
solemnity rarely seen was noticed there, as if a great loss had 
fallen on the community, instead of the parish having been 
relieved of a burden. Poor '* granny " was never left alone in 
her cot ; for He who had come thither after that last, supper 
with Yeddie, was with her, even to the end. J. D. 0« . 



She brought peat from the stack, and the porritch was made, 

And* her clean humble table was spread ; 
Then she thought of her lad, her poor idiot boy, 

Who had gone to his supperless bed ; 
She called at the foot of the loft where he slept, 

To come their plain meal to enjoy j 
But never again shall the old granny^s voice 

Cheer the heart of the poor idiot boy. 
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The sdlence struck cold on the old woman's heart, 

As up the steep ladder she crept ; 
And its pulse throbbed so fast that she scarcely could breathe. 

As she entered the loft where he slept ; 
Before his rude stool, his head bowed on his arms, 

Like one hiding his face from the light, 
Cold and silent lay Yeddie ! his last night had past, 

For his spirit had taken its flight. 

''''As he supped he had slept^" the Master's own guest. 

And from Him he was never to part ; 
But the light which had printed Christ's face on his soul, 

Had' broken the strings of his heart. 
It was but a beam, but the mirror was frail. 

And the Master^s bright image was fair. 
So the hand of God*s love took the picture above, 

To fix it more permanent there. 

He had caught but a glimpse, but the beam was too bright, 

Of that face which makes heaven's own day ; 
Mercy shaded his sight with death's veil from the light. 

As on her bosom he nestled to pray ; 
'^ Fve seen yon fair Mon, no more I can say, 

And a smile too I've seen in His e'e ; 
Now dinna ye speak, leave poor Yeddie alone, 

With His love and His sweet company." 

" If ye kenned how I love Him ! " said the idiot boy, 

" At His table you'd let my heart rest ! " 
•So the Master came down when the* night wind was hnshed, 

And took the poor lad to His breast ; 
Poor weakling ! no more thou shalt whisper thy grief, 

" But I dinna see Him that I love," 
Nor bury thy sorrowful face in thy hands, 

While waiting the light from above. 

Poor heart, so forsaken, distracted, forlorn. 

Yet the home of our Saviour and King ; 
Oh, sweet light of love which could chase such a night. 

And the day-break of glory could bring ! 
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Though the cottage was mean and the windows were eloeed. 
Through its refts Thy sweet beauty could shine, 

And build in the soul of a poor idiot boy 
A throne and a temple divine. 

Ob) sweet is the thought that the morning*s pale dew, 

As it hangs on a half broken spray, 
Can reflect by the fingers of light gently touched, 

The monarch and lord of the day ; 
And an idiot's face, though forsaken and blank, 

When illumed by the light of God*s grace, 
Can reflect the same beauty as the angels' above, 

When they gaze on the Saviour's own face. 

O loft of poor Yeddie ! so poor yet so rich, 

The birth-place of heaven's own King ; 
O chamber of peace ! where such sweet love was bom, 

As is nurtured 'neath mercy's own wing ; 
O palace of beauty! where Christ held His court, 

And swayed his own sceptre of love. 
So kingly, that even an idiot's dark soul. 

Became lustrous with light from above. 

9 loft of poor Yeddie ! the Bridegroom's own face 

Clothed thy waU& with the purest of light, 
As mercy came forth to robe her own child, 

In raiment all spotless and bright. 
Oh, how bright Yeddie's face ! as he looked at his King ; 

His race ended ere scarcely begun ; 
As love gently kissed him and gave him the ring. 

By which she declared him her son. 

Oh, beauty of the lowly heart. 

May we such beauty seek ! 
Oh, kingly grace which stoops to bless, 

The humble and the meek ! 
The wisdom of the world here fails, 

That glory cannot see 
Which Christ alone rereals to those 

Who learn to bend the knee. 
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O Oome Philosophj, and ait 

At this poor idiot*8 feet ; 
And learn how wisdom^s purest light 

The eye of faith can greet ; 
The intellect wjth eagle eye 

May proudly soar above ; 
The light of pardon, rest, and peace, 

Dawns on the eye of love. 




MOTHER'S face I it may be plain, 
And deeply marked by care, 
And sonow may have ploughed her lines 
In deep, rude furrows there. 

But still more bright than light of day, 
Or youth's own bloom and grace, 

Beams gently on the true, brave heart, 
A mother's homely face. 

Tim0 may have changed the locks to grey. 

Erst like the raven's wing, 
The eyes no. more with genius flash, 

Or light of love's own spring. 

The face once bright is pale and wan, 

And oft suffused with tears ; 
But in the light of love's own eye 

What beauty still it wears I 

Oh ! silent lines of thought and care, 

How eloquent ye preach 
Of long, sad vigils, patient love ! 

Your praise what words can reach ? 

Oh ! may saoh love ne'er lose its bloom 

Beneath neglect's cold blight ; 
This love which 'neath grief's cold, dark wing. 

Shines like a star at night. 
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Oh ! as with joy the sleepless eye 

The break of day doth trace, 
So may our heirte with faithful love 

Dwell on '-* a mother's face ! " 
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;S stars look through a placid lake, 
And see their faces fair, 
So looks a mother on her child, 
And leaves her image there. 

Long ere a child can uise its lips. 

It reads its mother's face, 
Catches the play of love's own thought, 

And lives upon its grace. 

As falls the dew, and silent waits 

Its virtues to impart, 
So gently steals a mother's love. 

Into an infant's heart. 

Each look, each gesture is a book 

Which baby learns to read, 
And on love's silent scrutiny. 

Most skilful is indeed. 

As flowers in bloom, once dvrelt in buds. 

By secret influence formed, 
So little minds are shaped most fair, 

Or otherwise deformed. 

The subtle forces of the eye, 

The movements of the face. 
Are monitors of mystery ; 

Their teaching wjio can trace ? 

Mothers, beware ! your looks have speech ! 

Your face is the child's sky ; 
Let stars of truth and love then shine 

In strength and purity ! 
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JT died, the little, bright-eyed thing, 
Just at the dawn of day ; 
Ere Faith awoke, behold, it slept ! 
And thug it passed away. 

Faith sent with weeping eyes to Hope 

To come her grief to share ; 
•* Oh, yes, Til come," ssud bright-eyed Hope, 

** But, sister love — beware ! 

" YouVe many precious children left, 

And many more to come. 
Now watch and see their work is done 

Before Love calls them home." 

And ISO they took their wee, small thing, 

And bore it to the grave ; 
Aad godly Fear and Zeal came in. 

And wept, but could not save. 

The place where Faith her treasure left, 

Is very bleak and vast ; 
Myriads of precious things lie there. 

And it is called the past. 

With weeping eyes Faith left her love, 

And wrote with bitter tears, 
^^ Stranger, the passing moments nurse, 

And thus preserve the years I '* 
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IHOUGHTFUL eyes, awake, yet sleeping-. 
Beauteous form, asleep, awt^e ! — 
Where's thy soul its vigil keeping ? 
Doth she mark the path you take ? 
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Solemn Be&aty, pensive straying, 

Wrapped in silence, mystery; 
Flickering light thy hand obeying 

By a dark and boundless sea I 

Specks of light behind the stranger 

Show where rest and safety lie ; 
Will no angel whisper " Danger? " 

Must this form of beauty die? 

Let us learn, then, through this deeper, 

In her eyes a lesson see ; — 
Is not Death still here — a reaper 

By the margin of life's sea? 

Move we, vaguely, onwards dreaming, 

Eyes awake, yet fast asleep, 
In our darkness lost life's meaning, 

light which makes us watch and weep. 

Dreamer ! wand'rer ! who's thy keeper? 

Season's sparks may round thee shine. 
But our Artist, through his sleeper, 

Shows her danger mine and thine. 




iii0iMi0tts €om^mlima ; mr, fans mb 

[E cannot refrain from drawing the attention of our 
readers to one of the most singular phases of news- 
paper life that has ever occurred since newspapers were first 
printed. By an ingenious device, the matter of two whole 
pages of the Times has been transmitted from London to 
Paris. Those pages of the paper which contained communi- 
cations to relatives in Paris were photographed with great care 
by the London Stereoscopic and Photographic Company on 
pieces of thin and sdmost transparent paper, about an inch and 
a half in length by an inch in width. On these impressions 



142 INOBNXOnB C0BBB6P0MBBK0X ; 

there could be seen by the naked eye cniy two legible worde, 
The Times and six narrow brown bands representing the 
six columns of printed matter forming a page of the newspaper. 
Under the microscope, however, the brown spaces become 
legible, and every line of the newspaper was found to have been 
distinctly copied and with the ^atest deamess. The photo- 
graphs were sent to Bordeaux for transmission thence by carrier 
pigeon to Paris. When received there they were magnified, 
by the aid of the magic lantern, to a large size, and thrown 
upon a screen. A staff of clerks immediately transcribed the 
messages, * and sent them off to the places indicated by the 
advertisers. 

There is something infinitely pathetic in these curtailed 
intelligences, thus exposed to the public gaze, and in many 
cases left so largely to chance, as regards their destination. 
The wife tells the husband that the children are well, that 
Henri and Hel^ne are recovering, that letters have been 
received or not received; alas I sometimes it is, '* Louis is 
dead ! " or your wife is dead, and the infant also. Sometimes a 
mother is informed that her child is much grown and '' getting 
quite fat," or a father has news that his little ones bear the 
climate well, and are as happy as they can be away from him. 
We give one letter verbatim : it is the model of a thousand 
others : — " Paris, Sciama. — 61, Faubourg Poissoni^re — ^Andr^, 
Marthe-Jeanne, Pauline ; families Ettlinger, Weill, Moys, et 
nous, excellente sante. Vos enfants supportent tr^s-bien le 
climat. Votre demidre^ vingt-deux d6cembre. — Abon." Which 
means, that they are all in excellent health, that the children 
bear the English climate, and that no news has been received 
since the 22nd of December. " Charlotte " writes : — " I am 
at Nice and quite well, Caroline is better, favourable symptoms 
lately. All my thoughts are with you. I apa deeply anxious." 
"F. T." says: — "We are well and in the j?ountry, anxiously 
waiting for the end. We have tried every method to get a 
letter to you. We answer you by return. Continue to write. 
An reyoir." One poor ^y complains that she has had no 
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response to "her letters since October, and fears the worst for 
her h.usband and tlie father of her little children. 

Xike a star half lost in darkness, 

Like a yessel tossed at sea, 
Lovely woman, pale and homeless, 

Wandering in her agony ; 
Like an eagle stunned and bruised, 

Circled by a wall of fire. 
Lies the City, sad and broken, 

Hushed the music of its lyre. 

O'er its forts and ramparts blazing. 

Far above the strife and woe. 
Messengers of peace and mercy, 

little Pigeons come and go ; 
O'er the trees, the fountains, gardens, 

Where the light its beauty flings. 
Speed the birds with love's own tidings 

Throbbing 'neath their fluttering wings. 

Lovely instinct ! under tribute. 

Soaring far all clouds above ; 
Oh, that men would cease their warring, 

Learn from birds the art of love I 
Messages with sunbeams written — 

Agony distilled in light — 
WondVous lessons God would teach us 

Through the anguish of this fight ! 

O ye nations, by war sundered, 

Sheathed in pride and blood and steel. 
As ye mark these birds of mercy 

Wake your common heart to feel ! 
See yon bird I it seeks its fledgehngs, 

In love's work ftnds its true joy ; 
When, O men ! will Love thus raise you. 

Teach to heal and not destroy ? » 
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O gay City I fair but fallen ! 

Great amid thy smiles and tears, 
Awful words thiough thee God speaketh 

To the heart which sees and hears. 
We have gazed upon thy beauty, 

Felt the magic of thy spell ; 
.Now the lessons of thy sorrow 

May we learn and ponder well. 

Oh, may we, besieged by plenty. 

Often wrapped in falsehood's night. 
Words of truth, too often slighted, 

Learn to read in heaven's own light I 
May these Doves of Peace still greet us. 

In this city of our toil, 
Till we read Love's golden legend 

On a fairer, brighter soil ! 




}HE severe regime imposed by the state of siege may 
have no perceptible effect upon the strong and healthy, 
but infants, weak, sick, and old people, unable to endure such 
privations, are cut down before their time. The number of 
little coffins daily seen passing through our streets forcibly 
remind us that a whole generation of innocents is untimely 
perishing. 

The resolution of the defenders of Paris remains unshi&en. 
— Daily News, 

God looked down and saw the children, 

Fainting, fading, helpless, sad — 
Called an angel to enlist them, 

And the mandate made him glad. 
Swiftly sped he— raised his banner, 

And the children trooped around ; 
Silent tread of Httle footsteps 

Whispered **' Safe ! without a wound ! '' 



J 



THB VIOTOBB OF PASIB. 145 

Stronger than the Mount Yalerien, 

Stronger than the Prussian steel, 
Pale-faced army, meek and silent, 

Foes and friends alike shall feel. 
Infants ! these are now the yictors ! 

Stronger than the fiercest strife, 
Borne on death*s own bosom gentlj, 

Through the conflict into life ! 

Victors over swords and bayonets, 

Victors over armed men — 
Crowds all calling loud for slaughter, 

While their fellows cry Amen ! — 
Victors over pain and famine, 

On their banner rests no stain. 
Though no sound of martial music 

Lauds their triumph in its strain. 

Onwards, upwards, pale-faced army, 

Grentle and beseeching eyes, 
Followed still by meek-eyed Patience, 

Victory waits ye in the skies ! 
Loving mothers, sisters, brothers, 

Broken-hearted, saw ye fall ; 
Oh, how strong are little faces, 

How they move and conquer all ! 

Little faces, uncomplaining, 

Little hands which grasp no sword, 
Speed ye upwards, silent pleadings. 

Carry them to heaven's own Lord ; 
Lo, Hs smiles, He waits to bless you, 

Haste ye, then. His crown to gem ; 
Let your song for ever witness 

Death less cruel here than men. 



10 



^tmt aftir i^t gate Mar. 




;HEN the time came for mentioning the services rendered 
[S ^y ^^® army, the fact that many who had worked the 
most valiantly had died on the battle-field or in the hospital 
was emphatically noticed. This led to a general manifesta- 
tion of emotion. Tears stood in the eyes of many a listener who 
had been robbed by the war of a relative or friend. Several 
women of the poorer class were very strongly affected. Indeed, 
the episode was a significant commentary on the rejoicings of 
the hour. It aided the black dresses in which the mourners 
were clothed to impress the extent of the loss which the victo- 
ries have cost. 

• 

O meek-eyed Peace ! sweet daughter of the skies, 
We hail thy advent, though with weeping eyes. 
' Oh, sad the day which drove thee from our shore ! 
Again we meet ; oh, may we part no more ! 

Thy face beams on us like some pensive star, 
Long hid by clouds, mild beaming from afar ; 
Oh, with what joy we hail thy beauteous face, 
With thankful hearts again thy features trace ! 

How long the night which hid thee from our view I 
And thy meek children, sad, but brave and true, 
Often in anguish stretched their hands in vain, 
Fearing thy light would never break again. 

And some, most brave, who watched all through the night 
For the first glimm'ring of thy welcome light 
Lie cold ! then: strife hath ceased, Hfes battle's o'er; 
But thy sweet smile shall greet their eyes no more. 
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O Peace I seek out their silent graves, and weep 
The orphaned homes where hearts sad mem Vies keep, 
Where children often ask, but none dare tell, 
Where lies the face they knew and loved so welL 

O Peace ! thy presence brings us joy and pain ; 
Now speed thee forth I the nations heal again ! 
Still hide our tears beneath thy sbelt'ring wing, 
Thou canst not heal the anguish whence they spring I 




WALK through Berlin yesterday^ evening was a thing 
not to be forgotten in a lifetime, t^ocomotion at « any 
other pace than a slow saunter was impos8ibl#«^ But then the 
sauntering pace repaid one, for there was, indeed, much to 
note. Of soldiers the name was legion. The Guaxds kept 
themselves rather to themselves ; there are conventional dis- 
tinctions evervwhero. From the rear comes still the confused 
din of the words of command as the third line takes up its 
formation ; the din of voices mingled with the sounds of the 
'• Wacht am Rhein,*' played by some far-off band. But pre* 
sently the third line is complete, and there is a short pause, 
during which officers circulate and talk. It becomes apparent 
that the ground is pervaded by civilian gentlemen in dress 
coats, white ties, patent leather shoes, and spurs ; the correct 
costume as it appears for civilians who participate in a mili- 
tary parade. Then, as eleven o'clock draws nigh, there is a 
dressing up of the lines to the alignment posts serving as 
inanimate markers, which effected, the posts are ignominiously 
pitched to the rear, as the way of the world is with a friend 
when you have no further use for him. There is a temporary 
spasm of shouting '*Back '' and ''Forward " as the adjutants 
straighten the ranks into mathematical precialon. The glitter- 
ing chaos on the extreme right resolves itself into its 
constituent elements, which areas follows : — ^Nearest the Peld* 
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Qendarmes are the officers of the Erieg's Ministeritun and the 
general staff belonging to the Ohief Headquarters, the aides of 
generals commanding armies and army corps, the staff doctor, 
surgeons, and the Johanniter and the Malteser representatives. 
In this group is, too, the Duke of Manchester, in a Bifle Volun- 
teer uniform. On the right of this, stand the generals and staff 
officers who have not been in the war. I should have men- 
tioned that the front of the parade faced the Tempelhof road, 
so as to allow an eligible take-off from the right flank when 
the time should come. The time is now very near. . From 
the dense crowd at the top of Belle Alliance Strasse comes a 
great cheer which frightens a doctor's horse, so that ^scula- 
pius is thrown, and seems to want some of hiis own physic. 
IChe cheer heralds the advent of the Emperor. First come 
the inevitable two equerries (there is no escort), then the old 
Elaiser himself, sitting straight and square on a dark dapple 
brown horse of great bone and substance. He wears a gene- 
ral's uniform with a broad yellow sash, and looks as unlike 
having passed the Psalmist's maximum as it is possible to 
conceive. The Boyal salute clashes out from the bands, the 
troops burst into cheering, and before the conqueror droop to 
the ground the eagles and flags of the conquered. Behind him 
as he rides come his son and Prince Frederick Charles, and 
then deploys a brilliant staff, behind which are a long line of 
carriages. The first contains the Empress and the Crown 
Princess. She is a good woman, no doubt, that pallid-faced 
wife of the Bluff Wilhelm, but she is stiff and formal after the 
old German manner. She is bowing with all her might, yet 
her bows want frankness, and in her every gesture there is an 
air of condescension. Far different the hearty geniality of her 
whom we are proud to recognise as a British Princess. Her 
swelling heart is in her eyes ; you may see that she sympa- 
thises to her every fibre with the scene before her. She waves 
her handkerchief as the flag bearers cheer the carriages ; she 
leans out of it to have a better look at the gallant 1st Quards. 
So the cortege passes at a quick walk. — Daily News, 



^h d^iig. 



Ten thousand lamps lit up the sky, 

Sweet music filled the air ; 
'Twas glory here, and glory there, 

And glory everywhere. 
The streets with light were all aglow, 

Each window like a flame ; 
The glare made Starlight close her eyes^ 

And Fancy blush for shame. 

The city's joy of victory bom, 

Hath seized both youth and age ; 
Excited crowds lift up their voice 

like surging ocean's rage ; 
Kings, princes, soldiers brave were there-— 

Men of great deeds and name ; 
Each brought a wreath for glory's brow, 

And published loud her fame. 

©h^ Suburb* 

A silence felt was in the room, 

The sullen lamp was dim ; 
To mother*s knee the children clung, 

And asked in vain for " him ; " 
From the city sounds had reached their ear, 

" The troops were coming home ;" 
At last impatient all exclaimed, 

^* Oh, when will Father come ! ** 

A wan, pale face bent o'er each child, 

A tear was on the cheek ; 
The mother dropped upon her knees, 

Her lips refused to speak ; 
But a Fresepce came which never fidk — 

A sad but sweet relief; 
And the mother smiled amid her tears, 

And hushed the children's grief. 

Night gently closed each wakeful eye, 

But one remained to weep, 
Till sad and worn on Love's own breast, 

She sank at last to sleep ; 
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The Snn awoke ; the room was still ; 

The Father waa not there; 
But tHb mother and her little ones 

Were bending low in prayer. 

AH heaven was hushed to hear that wcaee — 

Its music soil and low ; 
And One was there who, though He wmmds. 

Doth never come and go ; 
And as Faith gazed upon the scene 

Which met her sorrowing view. 
She whispered *mid her flowing tean^ 

" And this is glory too^^ 

!>THEB monmnents are there, too, in abondanee. E^aiser, 
you can look nowhere but yon look on graves of 
brave men who have died for yon and the Fatherland 1 I 
know how not a few of my gallant friends felL I took off my 
hat as I saw them consigned to the trenches which served as 
graves. From where we stand I can see many of the monnds 
over these trenches. I am star ding on the spot where I shook 
hands with the two Saxons, boy-lientenants of the 106th, as 
the regiment went out to dose quarters, and when it came back 
it had left the lads needing nothing bnt the grave a little way 
to the front yonder. Monnments for Saxon braves ! Sorely the 
laurels are already growing thick over the dead brows, for 
they must be well watered. Ay, watered by the tears of 
women in the quiet villages of the Saxon Switzerland. Watered 
by the tears of the lone mother, who wants to know about her 
boy who " has blue eyes, flaxen hair, and a green-stone ring 
on one of the fingers of the right hand." Watered by the tears 
of the woman of Eamenz, one of whose sons lies two hundred 
yards nearer Brie than where we stand ; the other has by this 
time begun to limp on one leg about the lazaretto. The 
Emperor sends his horse gaily over bi 7 ridges and furrows, and 
through vineyards and battery emplacements, only turning 
•side when graves come in the way. — Daily News, 
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With streaming pennons, martial sounds. 

And shouts which rent the air, 
The gallant troops marched gaily past, 

Like a lion from its lair ; 
The evening came, all hastened on, 

None lingered sad behind ; 
Night only nestled on the graves, 

Lone, silent in the wind. 

The moon arose and flung her beams 

Where night's dark eyelids weep, 
So gently, that she seemed to say, 

" Disturb not those who sleep !" 
With pensive clouds Night veiled her face, 

Through which the moon looked pale, 
And afi she kissed the sleeping graves ^ 

Said, " Glory ! how frail ! " 

The stars unclosed their quiet eyes, 

With sympathetic ray, 
Which sorrowing lingered o'er each mound, 

Until the break of day ; 
The wind oft came with fitful gusts. 

And sighed with gentle moan, 
^^ Alas ! alas ! these silent graves, 

Forsaken, cold, alone ! " 

Each flower erst planted on the graves, 

With tears low bent its head ; 
Sad symbols of those broken hearts 

Which mourn the absent dead ; 
O silent graves where pain found rest, 

And love and valour sleep, 
The seed-plots of a nation's peace 

O'er which she long must weep ! 

Light broke ; a Chief rode o'er the field, 

A brave among bis braves ; 
His gallant charter turned aside, 

To spare his soldiers^ graves ; 
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With kingly mienlie proudly bore 
His weight of bleeding fame ; 

But O how long shall life be spilt 
To build a lofty name ! 

Again Night came and spread fier wing 

OvOT the sleeping braves. 
And spirits from the Fatherland 

Moved gently o'er the graves ; 
All silently, with pensive step 

They moved among the slain, 
Each weeping sought an object loved, 

But wept and sought in vain. 

O graves, oft wet with night's pale dew, 

And many an orphan's tear, 
Faith gladly turns to Life's Great Chief, 

And breathes for you her prayer ; 
May many when this King shall come 

To give His warriors rest. 
Victorious rise ; — in triumph reach 

The city of the blest ! 




I 

A PiCTUEB By J. E. MiLiiAis, E.A. 

A Picture for all Men and all Time. Exodus xvii. 11, 12. 

We all must work, if all are won, 

And while we work we live ; 
The poor must learn to give their love^ 

The rich to work and give. 

It was a trying hour for George S., when for the first 
time he had to leave home and his widowed mother 
to make his first start in the world. Though full of courage 
and hope for the future, he loved his mother too tenderly, and 
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the many endearments of borne too appreciatiyely, to have 
them all violently disruptured without pain. Many kind, 
wise things,! did that Christian mother say to comfort him, 
hiding her own grief ; and as she kissed away the tear from 
the cheek of her loved boy, which would show itself, she said, 
*• And I can help you, you know,'' and whatever help the brave 
boy received in the future, that promised by his mother was not 
the least, for she meant, and her boy knew what she meant, 
that she would pray for him. 

Do Christians believe as they should, and as it is their 
privilege and comfort to believe, how much they can an^ 
often do for others by prayer ? We have frequently met with 
active Christians, who when put aside from public labour and 
confined to the sick room, have mourned the loss of their 
usefulness ; but as Moses and his brethren had to stand aloof 
from the battle, that by their prayers it might be won, so God 
often puts aside his most active servants, that by their pre- 
valent and secret intercesssions they may help the Christian 
soldiers struggling in the field. And who indeed can write 
for us the unknown achievements of prayer ? They would 
require a page wide as the heavens, and a day long as 
eternity to read. Prayer knows neither time nor place. It 
can climb the highest mountains, and ride upon the very 
storm which threatens death, to carry succour to those whom 
we love. Many a drooping spirit has been unconsciously 
revived, many a weary heart cheered, many a tempted spirit 
Buccoured, by prayer. 

Hope has been brought to the despairing, joy to the sad, 
light to the dark, and victory to the weak by the struggling 
heart-broken speech and weeping eyes of some lone spirit, which, 
in its felt helplessness and desolation, could find no alleviation 
for its overwhelming anxiety and sorrow, but on the knee of 
secret prayer. May we increasingly realise the privilege and 
responsibility of prayer in relation both to ourselves and othen. 
This work, of all work most important, is within the reach 
of all. 



IM HOW TO HBLP BAGB OIHIB ; 

Seldom hath pctore nude nave pfaBB 

How eameBt hearts prerail ; 
How men, thou^ faint, the yidUtrj gain. 

While stronger hearta oft faiL 
This is no idealistic dream 

The artist here would paint, 
Of men who are not what they seem. 

Bat men « ho Jight and fainJL 

These are not men of easj times 

This picture brings to view ; 
Upon each brow in furrowed lines 

We read — " each braye and true." 
O noble faces, weary, sad ! 

O heroes faint and worn ! 
Tour conflict made the ages glad. 

By sin and falsehood torn. 

Te fought by prayer, and not with sword. 

For God, and not for fame. 
To show this world had still a Lord, 

And holy was His name ; 
To puU this world^s usurper down, 

Build Truth's imperial throne, 
To give to God His rightful crown, 

Proclaim— "He is but One ! " 

O kingly men of this world's night. 

By toil and prayer made one. 
We through your darkness reach the light, 
Learn how true work is done ; 

The bravest sink when left alone. 
The weak can help the strong. 
For the strong oft sink when sad and lone, 
And the battle's fierce and long. 

Look at this picture then andleam. 

And take the lesson home; 
Men in life's battle wild and stem 

Through us may overcome ; 
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And many yet may reach the land 

Too often wrecked by care, 
If we but lend a loving hand 

And hold them up by prayer. 



% ^rrat ^xt^t^tx. 



" A bad conscience imbitters the sweetest comforts ; bat a good 
conscience sweetens the bitterest crosses.** — Seeker, 
** A grateful mind is a great mind." — Ihid. 

** There are those who know that what the eye sees and the hands 
handle is but the case, is but the packing, and that the reality of 
things is invisible and lies within, and that the kingdom of God comet 
not tvUh observation. The eye cannot see, nor the ear hear, nor the 
hand handle it. It is the gp*owth of purity. It is the growth of sweet- 
ness. It is the growth of faith. It is the growth of intuition. It is 
the prophecy of love in men's souls." — 

mLENT NANOY is stiU alive. She has not been free 
^ from pain, night nor day, for these last ten years. Her 
income is very limited^ and she is dependent on charity for 
what she has ; but she is so habitually cheerful, that it is 
quite a privilege to visit her. So far from seeming to need 
comfort she has a good word for all who visit her ; there is a 
nameless quiet in her little clean room, and looking into her 
pale happy face the other day, itself a sermon on meekness, 
we seemed to realise what John Bunyan meant by the chamber 
of peace into which he conducted his pilgrim — the very air 
■eemed brightened by the sunshine of joy. 

Silent Nancy was no talker, 

Her^s a lowly station ; 
Patience was her text and sermon, 

Peace her peroratiom ; 
She did not live to act a part, 
Her life at once went to the heart. 



J 56 THB TBIPLB TESTDIOVT ; 

Men on words oft cut their capers, 
Like a dashing lancer ; 

But a life both pure and honest 
Find it hard to answer ; 

Such was silent Nancy's teaching, 

Better far than books or preaching. 



Human help in pain and sorrow, 
Failed for years to reach her, 

Thus God's hand her teaching fashioned, 
Made a noble preacher ; 

Her gentle faith, submissive, calm, 

Oft reached the heart like healing balm. 



% Wxi^k feitoiig ; ax, % Mail af 

a €wat Mmxt. 



** Hear the just law, the judgment of the skies ! 
He that hates truth, shall be the dupe of lies ; 
And he that will be cheated till the last, 
Delusions strong as hell shall bind him fast.*' 

Cowper. 

Grant them the rights of men, and while they cease 
To Tex the peace of others, grant them peace ; 
But trusting bigots, whose false zeal has made 
Trbachebt their Butt, thou art self betrayed." 

Ibid. 



jAEIE peace if you will with Popery. Receive it into 
your senate, shrine it in your churches, plant it in 
your families; but be ye certain, certain as that there is 
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a heaven above you, and a God over you, that the Popery 
thus honoured and thus embraced is the very Popery that 
was degraded and loathed by the holiest of your fathers. The 
very Popery — the same in haughtiness — the same in intoler- 
ance — which lorded it over kings, assumed the prerogative of 
Deity, crushed human liberty, and slew the saints of God. 
Oh, that England may be convinced of this before taught it by 
fatal experience. It may not yet be too late. She has tampered 
with Popery, in many respects she has patronised Popery 
giving it, by her compromises and concessions, a vantage 
ground which its best friends could hardly have dared to 
expect. Nevertheless, it may not be too late. Let Protest- 
ants only awaken to a sense of the worth of their privileges, 
and this land may yet remain what for three centuries it hath 
been, the great witness for scriptural truth, and the great 
centre of scriptural light. *• Watch ye, stand fast in the faith, 
quit ye like men, be strong." By the memory of the martyrs, 
by the ashes of the confessors, by the dust of a thousand 
saints, we conjure you, be stanch in the defence of your holy 
religion. Yes, departed and illustrious worthies, ye died not 
in vain. Mighty group 1 there was lit up, at your massacre, a 
fire in these realms which is yet unextinguished. Prom 
father to son has the sacred flame been transmitted. And 
though, in the days of our security, that flame may have burnt 
with diminished lustre ; yet, let the watchman sound an alarn^ 
and many a mountain top shall be red with the beacon's blaze, 
and the noble vault of your resting-place grow illumined with 
the flash. Bepose in your deep tranquillity, spirits of the 
martyred, dead I We know soiyiething of the worth of a pure 
gospel and a free Bible. And we will bind ourselves, by the 
name of Him who '* liveth and abideth for ever," to strive to 
preserve unimpaired the privileges bequeathed to us at such 
cost. The spirit of Protestantism may have long lain 
dormant, but it is not extinct. It shall be foimd in the hoar 
of her Church's peril, that there are yet bold and true-hearted 
men in England, who count religion dearer than substance, 
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O Them who Ind'rt the day lap tram the night, 
And spread Thy ihelt^riiig wing o^er natoie^s birth. 

Oh, speak the w<»d, mnd Tmth again, like light, 
Shall gild and quicken this sad^ stricken earth. 



^Eaittii0. 




I • 

'RS. B. was a warm-hearted, simple, country woman. 
When about twenty-eight years of age she was taken 
yeiy ill, and was visited by a young Christian lady who taught 
her to read, and was in many ways yery useful to her. Having, 
many years afterwards, to come to a London hospital to go 
through a painful operation, the thought that she might see 
this friend again was a very great comfort to her, and having 
heard that she was somewhere in London, when convalescent, 
she sat day by day at the window of the hospital where she 
was stajring, hoping to catch a sight of the form of the friend 
she so dearly loved. 

Waiting, waiting, at the window, 
Through the weary, long, long, day } 

Patient, hoping for the passing 
Of a loved one, far away. 

Watching, watching, as the weary, 

For the light of darkness bom ; 
Oh how fair is Love's own patience 

Li the heart when most forlorn. 

Munng, musing, at the window, 

Pensively her watch she keeps ; 
O'er her youthful days remember^, 

Sometimes laughs, and sometimes weeps. 

Looking, looking, through the window, 

Eager, anxious yet to see 
That sweet face so calm ahd thoughtful, 

Those dear lips from guile so free. 
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Prayiag, praying, at the window, 

TiU the shades of evening fall, 
TTien with tearful eye Hplififced, 

With the Father leaving alL 

Simple heart all fondly waiting, 

HI thy love this world can spare, 
Better hopes than these await thee, 

Better joys thy heart shall share. 




SoMt lug ; 0r, Jfe Wimhm\ §let«m, 

JBS. O. was a loving, useful Ohrktian woman. 
Throagh the ioAg ^.bsenoe of her only sonx— a sailor, 
of whom she oould gain no tidings — aad severe bodily afflic- 
tion, her mind gave way, and for many years she was never seen 
to smile. Unexpectedly her son returned home, just in time 
to catch her dying look and fimile of recognition. 

The light of joy had left her eyes, 

By many loved so well ; 
The smile which erst made grief rejoice, 

Had bid a long farewell. 

That light which through the azure blue 

Had cheered the lone and sad, 
Had fled with that fond mother's smile, 

Which oft made others glad. 

Despair eclipsed the sun of hope, 

And hid life's joys from view ; 
The Master's face was veiled in clouds, 

While yet his heart was true. 

But at the evening it was light, 

Faith smiled amid her tears. 
And lifted from the stricken hearty 

The long, sad grief of years. 

11 
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She saw the eon long lost and smiled ! 

A double joy had come ; 
Her eyes looked on the face she loved, 

Her faith beheld her home. 




[HEBE is in the warm, fond heart of woman, a 
strange and sublime unselfishness, which men too 
commonly discover, only to profit by, — a positive love of self- 
sacrifice, an active, so to speak, an aggressive desire to show 
their affection, by giving up to those who have won it, some- 
thing they hold very dear. It is an unreasoning and, danger- 
ous yearning of the spirit, precisely analogous to that which 
prompts the surrenders and self-tortures of the religious 
devotee. Both seek to prove their devotion to the idol cbej 
have enshrined, by' casting down before his altar their richest 
and most cherished treasures. This is no romantic, over- 
coloured picture ; those who deem it so, have not known the 
better portion of the sex, or do not deserve to have known 
them. 

It would soften the hearts of m&nj, and hold the hands of 
those who would break down the bridge behind the sinner, 
could they know the awful misery that frequently attends the 
life of a fallen woman. — " Seven Curses of LkOndon!* by Jos. 
Greenwood', 

Somebody knew this young sad face. 

Which e'en in death is fair ; 
Somebody knew these silent lips, 

These locks of golden hair ; 
Somebody knew this wanderer's feet^ 

These hands so soUed — forlorn, 
Once rested on a mother's breast, 

Though now so bruised and torn.. 
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Somebody loved this pale dark brow 

So lofty and so fair ; 
And watched at eve these swollen lips 

As they breathed an infant's prayer ; 
Somebody loved these pallid cheeks 

These speechless, tearful eyes ; 
Words once passed through these closed lips 

Like music of the skies. 

Men say " 'twas sin which brought her here ; " 

Too true, by men betrayed ! 
And somebody, too, must shed their tear, 

For actions all are weighed ; 
Come place her then with brother's hands 

Beneath the cold damp sod ; 
Death hath more love than many here ; 

Her judgement's with her God t 




Ultah ; ax, % Mag io isicap. 

;HE highest life we can always reach — fellowship 
WITH God I A way of escape from our foes is ever 
open to us — pbayeb. 

Do hills shut out the light of day,? 
Or bar the progress of Thy way 
Perhaps by this Love means to say — 

Upwards ! 

There is a path no eye can see, 
For ever open, wide, and free, 
It may be now it waits f oi* thee — 

Upwards ! 

AU things oppose thee, great and sniall, 
Temptation holds thee in her thrall, 
Still there's a way to conquer all — 

Upwards ! 
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Perhaps tty heart is torn by fear, 

Thou can'st not speak to those most dear ; 

Must live alone ; Love's whisper hear ! 

Upwards! 

Thy reason's poor, and nothing hath, 
Love's lips are closed, no word she saith ; 
There still remains a path to faith — 

Upwards! 

If human hope now veils her eye^ 
Nor sees the goal towards which die flies, 
Still one remains, e'en though she dies-^ 
^ Upwards ; 

Spreads, too, eternity's vast sea, 

In silent, trackless mystery : 

But here a path thy f £dth may see — 

Upwards! 

Our motto, then, through weal or woe, 
As through life's pilgrimage we go, 
^Tlll we at last shall all things know — 

Upwards ! 





(HE greatest marvd of ail is the ages at which infants 
begin to work at it. Tiny things of two years and a 
half and upwards are common ; and one mother assured us 
that a child she had buried began its work of folding before it 
was two years old. — Dailt/ News. 

Folding and pasting and sortix^. 

Sorting and folding all day. 
So work little Angers, oft bleeding. 

While life slowly dribbles away, 
Foldii^ fgad pasting and sorting, 

O pale-f aeed, infantile brave, 
See liow it beads o'or its paper and boxes, 

As it meks irom the cot to the grave I 
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To fold, to bend, and to paate, 

"Of t wearied in heart and in hand, 
Ib the doom of the poor little babes*— > 

A hdpleas and indigent band. 
A toy, a green &eld, or a game, 

Where the sunshine and flowers appear. 
Are things to these baby-slaves strange. 

Like their matches, sealed up all the year. 

We put up our tombs to the great, 

Where the wealth of the nation is seen. 
But a stone our muse, weeping, would rear, 

To the infants of poor Bethnal-green ; 
A box with some matches across, 

A device with a coffin and shroud, 
May rebuke, if they do not subdue. 

The hearts of the rich and the proud. 



%mh 0f % (!l% 




jET us return, however, to the hordes of small Arabs 
found wandering about the streets of the city. To 
the mind of the initiated instantly returns the question, 
" Whence do they all come ?" They are not imported like 
those other pests of society, German band boys, or organ 
grinders ; they must have been babes once upon a time — where 
did they grow up ? In very dreary and retired regions, my 
dear sir, though, for that matter, if it should happen that you 
are perambulating fashionable Begent-street, or aristocratic 
Belgravia, when you put to yourself the perplexing question, 
you may be nigher to a visible solution of the mystery than 
you would care to know. Where does the shoeless, ragged, 
dauntless, and often desperate boy of the gutter breed ? Why, 
not unfrequently as close almost to the mansions of the rich 
and highly respectable as the sparrows in their chimney stacks. 
Nothing is more common than to discover a hideous stew of 
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conrts and alleys reeking in poverty and wretchedness almost 
in the shadow of the palatial abodes of the great* and wealthy. 
By-the-bye, it may here be mentioned as a contribution to- 
wards solving the riddle — " How do these hundred thousand 
street prowlers contrive to exist ? " They draw a consider- 
able amount of their sustenance from the markets. And really 
it would seem that by some miraculous dispensation of provi- 
dence, garbage was for their sakes robbed of its poisonous 
properties, and endowed with virtues such as wholesome food 
possesses. Did the reader ever see the young market hunters 
at such a " feed/' say in the month of August or September. 
It is a spectacle to be witnessed only by early risers who can 
get as far as Govent Garden by the time that the wholesale 
dealing in the open falls slack — ^which will be about eight 
o'clock ; and it is not to be believed unless it is seen. They 
will gather about muck heaps and gobble up plumbs, a swel- 
tering mass of decay, and oranges and apples that have quite 
lost their original shape and colour, with the avidity of ducks 
or pigs. I have seen one of these gaunt wolfish little children 
with his tattered cap full of plums of a sort, one of which I 
would not have permitted a child of mine to eat for all the 
money in the Mint, and this at a season when the sanitary 
authorities, in their desperate alarm at the spread of cholera, 
had turned bill stickers, and were begging and imploring 
the people to abstain from this, and that, and the other, 
and especially to beware of fruit unless perfectly sound and 
ripe. 

'Tis not of the martyrs of old that we sing. 
But of those who hve much nearer home. 

The waifs of the street we so frequently meet, 
As in dirt and in sorrow they roam. 

These poor little vagrants,, neglected, half -starved. 

Left to weep and to wander alone. 
Oft by vice overtaken, so bruised and forsaken, 

That their hearts become hard as a stone. 
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Dark, cold, indurated,- wild weeds of neglect, 

They live or thej sicken and die ; 
Who their sorrows will share as they sob in despair ; 

And for mercy and pity oft cry ? 

Surely we in this city our Ramah must own, 

If we have not our Rachels to weep ; 
From lust's moloch, or worse, or drink's dreadful curse, 

Is there none these poor children to keep ? 

O weep, ye dark heavens, and mutter your wrath, 

Ye stars veil your eyes with your tears, 
As ye see in succession the pale-faced procession, — 

These martyrs of long- weeping years. 

O open, ye heavens, let the children come in, 

Till our hearts from their bigotry free, 
Shall declare that no child shall be left to run wild. 

And by falsehood and vice strangled be. 



iiam0tth nm Moval 




HE discovery of diaiflonds at the Cape has led to a 
large influx of people, — Dailt/ Paper. 

Why should we distant lands explore, 

Seeking for gems and gold. 
When in each street before each door, 

Lies hidden wealth untold. 

Children with souls of priceless worth. 

Gems of the purest ray ; . 
Why should we burrow in the earth, 

Seek wealth so far away ? 

O Jesus make our hearts sincere, 

Grant wisdom from above, 
That we may seek Thy Jewels here. 

And brighten them with love i 




,HEIi£ is a beauty all may l^ave, 
Tis deeper than the skin, 
A cheerful tender loving heart, 
Both rich and poor may win. ' 

This, like the sunshine and the rain, 
And fragrance, of the flowers, 

Where'er it glows a blessing flows. 
And joy's own fruitfol showers. 

• 

Mid summer's lieat and winter's snow, 

'Tifl like the iry green ; 
Where'er a cheerful heart abides, 

A bright sweet face is seen. 

beauty of the lowly heart ! 

O joy of all the meek ! 
The brightness of faith's laughing eye, 

Life's bloom upon her cheek. 

O gift of love the poor man's wealth, 
The rich laaB's truest friend ; 

*0 clothe our path with all thy grace, 
And crown our journey's end. 



littk Qilbwtt. 




KITTLE gleams of sunlight dancing 
O'er life's dark and stormy sea ; 
Little stars all pensive, smiling. 
When no other light we see. 

Little hands which often bring us 
Help when stronger arms oft fail ; 

Little cups of love's pure nectar. 
Which grows never flat or stale* 
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Little bits of mirth and gladness. 

Broken snatches, scrape of song, 
By their very wildnees soothing, 

When life's storms thedr notes prolong. 

Little strean» of heaven's p«re njeicy 

Flowing through our smiles and tears, 
Often streaked with heaven^^ own brightness, 

Quickening hopes and decking fears. 

Dancing rays of light and beauty 

Glancing through our ref ts of sorrow, 
Still revealing, though oft hidden, 

Sunshine <rf a glad to-morrow. 




[ERILY I say unto you. Except ye be converted, and be- 
come as little children, ye shall not enter into the 
kingdom of heaven. — Chbist. 

little eyes just wide awake, 

Gates ajar without a doubt ; ' 

What a world of light looks in. 

What a world of love looks out ! 

Gates ajar ; through silken lashes 

Life's young sunbeams dance and play ; 

Gleams and flashes from a fountain, 
Bright and clear though far away. 

Gates ajar ; bright little windows, 
Where joy shows her laughing face. 

Free from care and without wrinkle^ 
Faultless in her artless grace. 

Gates ajar ; sly furtive glances, 
Coquetting with love's own speech, 

Tinting all with hues of gladness, 
Which their mirthful light can reach. 
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Gates ajar ; ah, through these eyelids 
Shines a world of mystery. 

Flashing light upon our darkness, 
If the truth our eyes could see. 

Through these gates sweet music passes, 
Few can hear and fewer bear, 

Solemn teachings, Christ's own lessons, 
Light beyond the smOe and tear ! 



** Of such are the kingdom o/'AeareA."— Jesus. 

Come to me, O ye children ! 

And whisper in my ear, 

What the birds and the winds are singing, 

In your sunny atmosphere. 

» 

For what are all our contrivings, 

And the wisdom of our books, 
When compared with your caresses, 

And the gladness of your looks ? 

Ye are better than all the ballads 

That were ever sung or said ; 
For ye are living poems, 

And all the rest are dead. 

H, W, Longfellow. 

IHILDBEN are the poetry of life," says Binny; but 
looked at in the light of Christ's words, we may 
say they are the realities of life, and that in the highest sense. 

Behold my creed ! it laughs and sings. 

And dances all the day, 
A child whose voice like music rings, 

Alike at school or play. 

Pride does not blight its beauty fair, 

Nor care impair its joy ; 
'Tis happy here and every where, 

Each day without alloy. 
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Its beauty wei^ a blnghing veil, 

Of sweet humility ; 
Its present peace no fears assail, 

From guile and enyy free. 

Its sunshine is a trustful faith, 

And guileless history ; 
All built on what its Father saith, 

At rest in mystery. 

" Of such Thy kingdom," here, above ; 

Then let my heart be free ; 
And as my ,child lives in my love, 

So may I live in Thee ! 




^ITTLE voices in the morning 
Chirping like the birds in spring ; 
O what joy when love awakens. 
Little voices ever bring. . 

Through the silent hours of darkness 
Little birds have slept in peace ; 

Now the light has woke their music. 
May their singing never cease ! 

What a world the sun awakens, 
What a jubilant, happy, throng ; 

But of all the notes he quickens. 
Sweetest is the children*s song. 

Sweet the zephyrs of the morning — 
Sweet the murmurs of the sea, 

Sweet the buzz and hum of insecti, 
And the song of little bee. 

Sweet the psalms of flowing rivers, 

And the sonnets of each tree ; 
Pleasant to the ear which listens*- 

Nature's constant minstrelsy. 
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Still more sweet than softest zepbyrB 
To a parent's heart more dear^ 

Are the voices of his children, 
As at mom they greet his ear. 

Still more sweet than nature*s musie, 
At the break of early dawn ; 

Bursts the song of God's own children, 
At the resurrection morn. 




ak % ^^l^iteii jia|f^g. 




JAKE the little children happy. 
Play is their employ, 
With true joy their cup brim over, 
Pure without alloy. 

Little stars so softly shining, 

Do not quench their light. 
Now by fitful clouds of anger, 

Hide them from our sight. 

Springing blades so frail and tender, 

Do not bruise their leaves, 
Or your heart will mourn the future, 

Lost for aye your sheaves. 

** Plants need training ! " truth concedes it ; 

Cannot disapprove ; 
But let them have the light of gladness. 

The atmosphere of love. 

Little children have their burdens, 

Hard for them to bear ; 
Make them feel thy constant kindness, 

You Iheir sorrows share. 

Do not think an act of kindness, 

To a child is small ; 
For it claims the Father's notice. 

Who hath made us all. 
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As the springing blade all tender, 

Easily is broken, ' 
So the heart of little children, 

By a rough word spoken, 

As a scion pierced and bruised, 
Wastes its life in tears ; 

So a young heart often wounded. 
Droops all through the years. 

As the sun-light to the flowers. 
When they droop their head, 

So is life's own joy to children ; 
May its blessings spread ! 



'Mt Sttt 




IHO'Uj sing the praise of "little feet," 
Lost in the sands of time ? 
Oh, never lost ! for Jesu's love 

Can make such steps sublime. 
And little children taught of God 

Most wisely often teach ; 
By little deeds and little words 
Most eloquent they preach. 

And little eyes, and little lips, 

And little hands and feet. 
When beautified by heaven's own love. 

Yield service rare and sweet. 
The smallest flower which droops its head 

Oft richly scents the air ; 
An insect's wing, possessed of life. 

Shows colours bright and fair. 

The smallest dewdrop in the grass 

Can show the face of day ; 
A bit of glass upon the beach 

Vast glories far away. 
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And little minds, though weak and fnul, 
With truth and wisdom clad, 

Can so reflect the love of Grod 
That heaven itself is glad. 



g, S^on^ fox % Sittle #iie8» 

gl^VAPA, mamma, I dearly love, 
^l^ig My garden, and my pretty dove^ 
All things below and things above ; 

But still more dear than all I see, 

Jesus should ever be to me, 

I love my sisters, brothers too, 
With all my toys so bright and new^ 
And all my fri^ids so kind and true ; 

But still more dear than all I see^ 

Jesus should ever be to me. 

I love the little birds which sing. 
The butterfly with coloured wing. 
The merry bells which gaily ring ; 

But still moVe dear than all I see, 

Jesus should ever be to me. 

I love the spring with all its flowers, 
The rainbow and its pleasant showers, 
Bright cheerful days and summer bowers:; 

But 6^ more dear than aU I see, 

Jesus should ever be to me. 

AU things below which meet my sight. 
The sun by day, the stars by night, 
Oft fill my heart with great delight ; 

But still more dear than all I se^ 

Jesus should ever be to me^ 



%Ig ^tr—% prabk 




|RIGGLTNG, twisting at the door, 
Struggling, shuffling, on the floor ; — 
" Who's there ? " 

Still those noises at the door ! 
Struggling, shuffling on the floor ; — 

« Who's there ? " 
Long the silence ! Strife repeated, 
Many times, as oft defeated ; — 

" Who's there ? " 

** Only me ! " the door flies open, 
*' Only me ! '* receives love's token ; 
Sparkling eyes and golden hair, 
Gets pa's kiss upon the stair. 

Ah, great self is fond of prating, 
Cannot brook a frown or waiting ; 
Self with pride herself distresses, 
'* Only me " wins the caresses! 




ofiy to ^tt in. 




;HE room was silent, solemn, calm, 
As though no life was there ; 
The very clock ticked out its life, 

like one engaged in -pt&jer ; 
A gentle tap came at the door, 

All tremulous with fear ; 
** Who's there ? " exclaimed the father's voice 
In accents sharp and clear. 

Ko answer came ; another tap. 

Words incoherent — ^wild ; 
The father rose, the door flung wide, 

There stood revealed his child ! 
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She raised her face with weeping eyes, 

" Father, let me come in ! " 
She stretched her arms and clasped his hands, 

*^ Father, let me come in T' 

Tliefath^ stooped^ his heart was touched, 

He raised her to his breast, 
Kissed all the tears from off her che^s, 

And hushed her fears to rest. 
So in OMT grief may we still go, 

And knock at f aufch'B own door, 
And Christ will stoop ; reveal a love, 

To us unknown before. 




fHEEiE is an island in a distant sea, from whose shores 
the fishermen sail in tiny crafts to procure the treasures 
of the deep. During thieir absence thick mists often descend 
and cover highland, *di£P, and beaoon with so thick a veil, that 
these hardy mariners are left without a mark by which to 
steer their laden barks, But in these dull hours they are not 
left to wander, unguided, on the pathless sea, When the time 
for their return arrives, the women of the islet — mothers, wives, 
sisters, and daughters — descend to the shores and raise the 
voice of song. Borne on the quiet air, their voices soon fall 
sweetly on the ears of the loved ones on the sea. Guided by 
the well-known sounds, they steer their boats in safety to the 
shore. 

And thus to thee, O Chri^an, comes the voice of love from the 
celestial shore, as thou wanderest, a bewildered child of tribu- 
lation, on the misty sea of life. Hearken I " Be of good cheer I" 
is the cry that greets thee. It comes from Jesus, wh<> has over- 
come this world, which is the scene and source of your trials 
His conquest of your adversary is the pledge of your victory. 
Therefore, " Be of good cheer V* 
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O'er the waste of heaving waters, 
By winds and tempests borne, 
Comes the voice of God's own songsters, 
The songs of sorrow born ; 

To hearts that watch and weep 
Sweet this music of the deep — 

Sweet the voices of the children 

Of Christian brothei-s — friends, 
Through this dreary night of weeping. 
This song which never ends ; 

These psahns how sweet they come, 
Reminding us of home ! 

'Mid the waves of death and darkness, 

The billows of despair, 
These notes of hope and gladnes* 
Fall on the Hst'ning ear ; 

Where seas of sorrow meet, 
' These plaintive songs how sweet ! 

'Tis not the light of reason, 

Amid life's stormy sea, 
On rocks of 'Speculation 
Through which we safety see ; 
God's singers in the dark 
Oft save the drifting bark. 

These songsters of the nations, 

A small and pilgrim band, 
Through songs of mercy's teaching 
Have many brought to land ; 
On Love's own quiet breast, 
Hushed many hearts to rest. 

On the rocks of guilt and sorrow 

Broken and sad I lay ; 
These songs dispelled the tempest 

And chased my fears away ; 

Stern foes of guilt and fear, 

They ever greet the ear, 

12 
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The world's loud music pealing 

Awakes the Voice of fame ; 
To broken hearts far sweeter 
These songs without a name ; 
Their pensive, constant flow 
Love's gentle children know. 

When mists and clouds surround us 

Our port we cannot see, 
Christ's songsters safely guide us 
Across life's stormy sea ; 
When other voices cease 
They breathe the calm of peace. 

And all may learn their music 

And sing without delay, 
These songs of early sunrise. 
Songs of the break of day ; 

These songs by Jesus given ' 
We aU shall sing in heaven. 




>BIDE with God, which, being put into other words, 
means, I think, mainly two things — constant com- 
munion, the occupation of all our nature with Him, and, 
consequently, the recognition of His wiU in all circumstances. 

As to the former, we have the mind and heart and will of 
God revealed to us for the Uglit, the love, the obedience of 
our will and heart and mind ; and our Apostle's precept is, 
first, that we should try moment by moment, in all the bustle 
and stir of our daily life, to have our whole being consciously 
directed to and engaged with, fertilized, and calmed by con- 
tact with, the perfect and infinite nature of our Father in 
heaven. 

As we go to our work to-morrow morning agftin> what 
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difference would obedience to this precept make upon my life 
and yours ? Before all else, and in the midst of all else, we 
should think of that Divine Mind that in the heavens is waiting 
to illumine our darkness ; we should feel the glow of that un- 
created and perfect Love, which, in the midst of change and 
treachery, of coldness and of *' greetings where no kindness is," 
in the midst of masterful authority and unloving command, is 
ready to fill our heart with tenderness and tranquility : we 
should bow before that Will which is absolute and supreme 
indeed, but is also '* the good pleasure of His goodness and the 
counsel of His grace." 

And with such a God near to us ever in our faithful' thoughts, 
in our thankful love, in our lowly obedience ; with such a mind 
revealing itself to us, and suoh a heart opening its hidden 
storehouses for us as we approach, like some star that, as one 
gets nearer to it, expands its disc and glows into rich colour 
which at a distance was but pallid silver, and such a will, 
sovereign above all, energising, even through opposition, and 
making obedience a delight ; what room, brethren, would 
there be in our lives for agitations, and distractions, and regrets, 
and cares, and fears — what room for earthly hopes, or for sad 
remembrances ? They die in a fruition of a present God all- 
sufficient for mind, and heart, and will — even as the sun when 
it is risen with a burning heat may scorch and wither the 
weeds that grow about the base of the fruitful tree, whose 
deeper roots are but warmed by the rays that ripen the rich 
clusters which it bears. "Let every man wherein he is called, 
therein abide with God.^^ 

And then, as a consequence of such an occupation of the 
whole being with God, there will follow that second element 
which is included in the precept, namely, the recognition of * 
God*s will as operating in and determining all circumstances. 
When our whole soul is occupied with Him, we shall see Him 
everywhere. And this ought to be our honest effort — to 
connect everything which befalls ourselves and the world with 
Him. We should see what omnipotent will, the silent energy 
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which flows through all Being, asserting itself through all 
secondary causes, marching on towards its destined and certain 
goal amidst all the whirl and perturbation of events, bending 
even the antagonism of rebels and the unconciousness of god- 
less men, as well as the play of material instruments, to its 
own purposes, and swinging and swaying the whole set and 
motion of things according to its own impulse, and by the 
touch of its own fingers. — Set^mon, Alexander Maclaren, B,A. 




lax % %,%t, 

^ For he that is called in the Lord being a servant, is the Lord's 
free man : likewise also he that is called, being free, is Christ's 
servant." * 

SF you generalize that principle it comes to this, that in 
union with Jesus Christ we possess, by our fellowship 
with Him, the peculiar excellences and blessings that are de- 
rivable from external relations of every sort. To take concrete 
examples —if a man is a slave he may be free in Christ. If 
free, he may have the joy of utter submission to an absolute 
master in Christ. If you and I are lonely, we may feel all the 
delights of society by union with Him. If surrounded and 
distracted by companionship, and seeking for seclusion, we 
ma}' get all the peace of perfect privacy in fellowship with 
Him. If we are rich, and sometimes think that we should be in 
a position of less temptation if we were poorer, we may find all 
the blessings for which we sometimes covet poverty in com- 
munion with Him. If we are poor, and fancy that if we had 
a little more just* to lift us above the grinding care of to-day 
and the anxiety of to-morrow we should be happier, we may 
find all tranquility in Him. And so you may run through all the 
variety of human conditions and say to yourself — What is the 
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use of looking for blessings flowing from them from without ? 
Enough for us if we grasp that Lord who is all in all, and 
will give us in peace the joy of conflicti in conflict the calm of 
peace, in health the refinement of sickness, in sickness the vigour 
and glow of health, in memory the brightness of undying hope, 
in hope the calming of holy memory, in wealth the lowliness of 
poverty, in poverty the ease of wealth ; in life and in death 
being all and more than all that dazzles us by the false gleam 
of created brightness. 

And so, finally — a remark which has no coniiection with the 
text itself, but which I cannot avoid inserting here, — I want 
you to think, and to think seriously, of the antagonism and 
diametrical opposition between these principles of my text and 
the maxims current in the world, and nowhere more so 
than in this city. Our text is a revolutionary one. It is dead 
against the watchwords that you fathers give your children 
— "push," "energy," "advancement," " get on, whatever you 
do." You have made a philosophy of it, and you say that this 
restless discontent with a man's present position, and eager 
desire to get a little further ahead in the scramble — that this 
underlies much modem civilization and progress, and leads to 
the diffusion of wealth, and to employment to the working 
classes, and to mechanical inventions, and domestic comforts, 
and I don't know what besides. Tou have made a religion of 
it, and it is thought to be blasphemy for a man to stand up and 
say, " It is idolatry ! " My dear brethren ! I declare, I 
solemnly believe, that if I were to go on the Manchester Exchange 
next Tuesday, and stand up and say, "There is no God," I 
would not be thought half such a fool as if I were to go and 
say, '* Poverty is not an evil 'per se, and men do not come into 
thi^s world to get on but to get up — ^nearer and liker to God." 
If you, by God's grace, lay hold of this principle of my text 
and honestly resolve to work it out, trusting in that dear Lord 
who ; "though he was rich, yet for our sakes he became poor," 
in ninety-nine cases out a hundred, you will have to make up 
your minds to let the big prizes of your trade go into other 
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people's hands and be contented to say — " I live by peaceful, 
high, pure, Ohrist-like thoughts." " He that needs least," 
said an old heathen, " is nearest the gods ; " but I would 
rather modify the statement into, ** He that needs most and 
knows it, is nearest the gods." For surely Christ is more 
than mammon ; and a spirit nourished by calm desires and 
holy thoughts into growing virtues and increasing Christ- 
likeness, is better than circumstances ordered to our will, in 
the whirl of which we have lost our God. " In everything by 
prayer and supplication, with thanksgiving let your requests 
be made known to God, and the peace of God and God of 
peace shall keep your hearts and minds in Christ Jesus." — 
Sermon,-^ Alexander Maclaren, B,A, 



J>WS!|H0SE who are In the midst of the glare and growth of 
l:|j!^l material things in this life, and identify themselves, 
notwithstanding, with the interior, with the spiritual, with 
the religious affairs of men, may fitly be said to be watching 
with Christ. There be men who, while they are faithful in 
the outward relation of life — builders, bargain-makers, trans* 
actors of the affairs of other men — have all the time a sense 
that the reality of Christ lies far within or beneath these 
things. And they are true to the inward kingdom of God, 
and to this reality of Christ, and of things within. All such 
men are watchers with Christ. They stand by Him in those 
respects in which He is most intimately manifested in the 
affairs of this life. 

Wherever, then, in all the earth, there are those who need 
guidance ; wherever there are those who need instruction ; 
wherever there are those who are seeking the upward way, 
and looking about for some one to guide them — there the 
Saviour is with them. He, then, is watching with Chiist, if 
these be truths, who watches with the Saviour in his earthljr 
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ministrations. All who go down in their own personal ex- 
periences into deep places ; all who become familiar with sorrow ; 
all who sit in darkness ; all who come, as He did, as it were, 
to the very foundations of their hope and of their being, and 
are obliged then and there to do as Christ did — look up to' the 
loving Father for help— all such, if thej be faithful, if their 
trust does not yield, if they grasp firmly that anchor which is 
sure and steadfast, and hold on through the night and through 
the storm, are watchers with Christ. A man can watch with 
Christ in his own experiences, as well as in the experiences of 
others. There is many and many a man who is tempted more 
than he is able to bear, or in a mighty wrestle of temptation, 
is well-nigh overcome. Nevertheless, whoever, under such 
circumstances, maintains his hold and still cries out for relief; 
whoever, under the various alternations and experiences of 
this mutable life, finds himself cast headlong to the ground ; 
whoever finds his cup filled to the brim with bitterness which 
he cannot put away from his lips, and which his lips do not 
dare to drink ; whoever finds that tears are his meat and drink, 
day and night, and yet gives up no particle of hope, but stands 
in his darkness and in his sufferings, saying, *' Jesus I Jesua I 
Jesus ! " still laying back his head upon the bosom of Christ's 
love, and saying, ** Though He slay me, yet will I trust in 
Him *' — whoever does these things is watching with Christ. 
For Christ is working in him* And this is the hour of 
Gethsemane to him. He is truly watching with the Master. 
B^ev. Henry Ward Beecker, 

*• Whar, could ye not watch witli me one hour ? '* Mat. 26. 40. 

Conies a voice subdued and gentle, 

O'er life's wild and stormy sea, 
Is it true Lord ? dost thou call me, 

Call me Lord to watch with thee ? 
Watch with Thee, O Lord and Saviour ! 

Bows my heart to Thy decree ; 
Still my faith in wonder asketh. 

How QMi I9 Lord, watch with Thee ? 
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Watch with Thee amid lifers breakers I 

Mid the fury of yon' sea ! 
Lord, I sink beneath the billows, 

Left a moment without Thee ! 
Pardon, Lord, my faith is feeble, 

Dost Thou, holy Lord, call me ? 
Gentle Lord, pray grant an answer, 

What is it to watch with Thee ? 

When my path is hid in darkness, 

When my eyes no hope can see, 
Yet my faith Thy hand retaineth — 

Is this watching, Lord, with Thee? 
When I sae Thee bleeding, dying, 

l*ierced and nailed on yonder tree. 
Weeps my heart. Thy wounds exploring, — 

Is this watching, Lord, with Thee ? 

When my faith in Thee abiding, 

Bows the heart and bends the knee, 
Weeps o'er men Iliy love despising, — 

Is this watching. Lord, with Thee ? 
When my love, despised, rejected. 

Toils to set Thy captives free. 
Seeks the outcast and neglected, — 

Is this watching, Lord, with Thee? 

When some lone heaH, bruised, despairing, 

Faints in its Gethsemane, 
Stoops my love to sooth and comfort, 

Is this watching. Lord, with Thee ? 
When I joy with those rejoicing, 

Weep with those whom others flee, 
Feed the hunorry, cloth the naked. 

Am I watching Lord with Thee ? 

When the world thy mercy scorning. 

Moans in silent agony, 
— Prays my faith and waits for morning. 

Is this watching, Lord with Thee ? 
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If, O, Lord this is Thy meaniDg, ' 

Poor and weak, howe'er I be, 
If Thy love will grant the favour, 

I will try and watch with Thee ! 




cannot come to you, my Christian brethren, to urge 
upon you to-day the duty of watching for souls. It is 
a privilege. It is a privilege which cannot be described. We 
cannot make it known upon earth, because we know so little 
of heaven, and so little of God. But be sure of one thing — 
that when God permits you to be vrorkers together with Him, 
fellow-labourers with Him ; when He commands you to count 
it all joy if you fall into divers trials, and He says, " To you 
it is given also to suffer with Christ ; '* when God gives you 
the privilege of watching companionably with Him, of work- 
ing with Him, nay, of being a fellow-labourer with. Him in 
behalf of His own children, do I need to urge a motive of duty, 
or a motive of interest ? It seems to me that any one who 
acknowleges himself redeemed by the blood of Christ ; any 
one who remembers the bitterness of his own sin : anv one 
who knows the joy of his own soul ; any one who ever felt in 
his closet gratitude unutterable to Him who loved him, and 
gave Himself for him — it seems to me that any such one will 
feel all his thought and memory, and every impulse of his 
sanctified heart, rising up to spur him on to fidelity, to labour 

to work in the kingdom of Jesus Christ, for the days that 
remain. — Rev, Henry Ward Beecher, 

'Tis sweet to see the early dawn 

Come smilinjr o^er the hills. 
But sweeter far to see a soul 

When love its bosom thrills. 



186 IDEALISTIC CHRISTIANS. 

'Tis sweet to see a waking child — 

Its first, fond look of love, 
But sweeter far to see a soul, 

Glance its first look above. 

'Tis sweet to see a drooping flower 
Unclose its fragrant leaves, 

But sweeter far to see the heart. 
Unfold as it believes. 

We watch for health, for fame and wealth, 

But, O, by love set free, 
May we life's sweetest blessing know 

Through watching Lord with Thee ! 



iir^istk ^Jristiaits. 



** We appear to be just waking up to it as a discovery, that the 
blessing and vpraising of the masses . are the fundamental interests of 
society — a discovery, however, which is only a proof that the life of 
Jesus has, at length, begun to penetrate society and public history. 
It is precisely this which is working so many and great changes in 
our times ; giving liberty and right to the enslaved many, seeking their 
education, encouraging their efforts by new and better hopes, producing 
^an aversion to war, which has been the fatal source of their misery 
and depression, and opening, as we hope, a new era of comfort, ligh t, 
and virtue in the world. It is as if some higher and better thought 
had visited our race— which higher thought is the life of Jesus. The 
schools of all the philosophers are gone, hundreds of years ago, and 
all their visions have died away into thin air ; hut the poor man^s 
Philosopher still lives, bringing up His poor to liberty, light, and 
character, and drawing the nations on to a brighter and better day." 
— Horace Bushnell. 

** I think the wickedest people on earth are those who use a force 
of genius to make themselves selfish in the noblest of things ; keeping 
themselves aloof from the vulgar and the ignorant, and the unknown ; 
rising higher and higher in taste, till they sit, ice upon ice, on the 
mountain top of eternal congelation. 

Now as we ascend the hills of improvement, those who are poor 
and needy are not to hear our voices chanting ever further and further 
in the distance. No I by our singing we 'are to win others upward to 
the same heights to which we aspire." — Rev. Ward' Beecher, 
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{|E cannot conclude these papers without saying a few 
words to those whom for want of a better term we 
may call Idealistic Christians. How many are there, who, while 
deploring the badness of the times, and the decay of all true reli- 
gion, seem to live only to nurse their own ideals, and cynically 
condemn all who in their judgment, often a very shallow one, 
'fall short of them. Such persons seem only to liv^ to bewail the 
waste of selfishness and the misery surrounding them, but do 
little or nothing by their example to remove the former or 
mitigate the latter. The sweet modest flowers, the growth of 
Christian influence, which bloom all around them hidden in 
many a silent nook — yield them no refreshment, because they 
are too indifferent, indolent, or proud to seek them out ? and a 
cheaper, easier, and more ready way to a limited fame and 
indirect self -laudation is found in the exercise of verbal sorrow, 
or affected cynicism. What Mr. Buskin says in reference to a 
false ideal in art, may well apply to such: "Casting about for 
sources of interest in senseless Action, instead of human histories 
in the people around us, the prolongations from age to age of 
romantic historical deceptions instead of sifted truth; th^ 
pleasures taken in fanciful portraits of rural or romantic life 
in poetry on the stage, without the smallest effort to rescue the 
living rural population of the world from its ignorance or 
misery ; the excitement of the feelings by laboured imagina- 
tions of spirits, fairies, monsters, and demons, issuing in total 
blindness of heart and sight to the true presenting of beneficent or 
distinctive spiritual powers around us** Of this spirit the same 
writer says, " Nature never unveils her beauty to such a gaze ; 
she keeps whatever she has done best close sealed, until it is 
regarded with reverence ; " and of this same spirit in another 
place he says : — "Night after night, the desire of such an ideal 
springs up in every idle human heart ; and night after night, as 
far as this idleness can, we work out this desire in costly lies." 
We paint the faded actress, build the lath landscape, feed our bene- 
volence with fallacies of felicity, and satisfy our righteousness 
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with the poetry of' justice. The time will come when, as 
the heavy folded curtain falls upon our own stage of life, we 
shall begin to comprehend that the justice we loved was in- 
tended to have been done in fact, and not in poetry y and the 
felicity we sympathized in, to have been bestowed and not 
feigned. We talk much of money's worth, yet perhaps may 
one day be surprised to find that what the wise and charitable 
European public, gave to one night's rehearsal of hypocrisy, — to 
one hour's pleasant warbling of Linda or Lucia, — would have 
filled a whole Alpine valley with happines, and poured the 

waves of harvest over the famine of many a Lammamoor." — 
Euskin, 

These are scorching words, but by many richly deserved, and 
if those who frequently condemn the working classes at a 
distance, instead of standing aloof and idly moaning over the 
their sceptical tendencies, would seek to know them better and 
let them see their Christianity in conduct as well as theory, 
they would soon find that their hearts are not so impervious 
to its influence as they imagine. 

God flings His beauty everywhere, 

With rich, prolific hand, 
It clothes the earth, it fills the air, 

The life of all that's grand ; 
His active life for ever lives 

With beauty all aglow ; 
The best which He foe ever gives 

His beings overflow. 

His beauty gilds His throne with light, 

No eye but His can see, 
Sparkles with ever fresh delight 

Upon life's crystal sea ; 
It shines upon a seraph face 

With soft pellucid ray ; 
Gives to an insect's wing its grace 

While hasting to decay. 
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The brow of night its lustre wears 

With unobstnisive ray, 
Through morning's eyelids wet with tears, 

It shows the pledge of day ; 
We see it smiling on the hiUs, 

And in the rocks which frown, 
We trace its light in sparkling rills, 

And torrents hurrying down. 

But most of all God's beauty shines 

Where patience bows her head, 
And faith oft weeps but ne'er repines, 

When most her hope seems dead ; 
Mid courts and alleys,, mansions fair, 

And streets which wealth oft flies, 
God's beauty greets us everywhere, 

Where love anoints our eyes. 



Lines Suggested by the Gbeat Picture, Painted by 

M. GUSTAVE DORjfc. 




JHE picture does not require a very detailed description. 
The scene is laid amid the buildings reared by Herod 
the Great, and now (at the time represented), in the military 
occupation of the Roman Procurator of Judea. At a distance 
is seen one of the fortress-crowned hills, which compassed and 
girt in the City — Zion, Bezetha, Olivet — let each explorer 
name it for himself. The foreground is occupied by the mob, 
through which the Roman guard is sternly cleaving a path. 
The sordid forms of the malefactors who rear the cross are 
shadowed by that of a malignant figure, who, in his inability 
to meet the gaze of his victim, betrays the self-condemnation 
of him who was a thief, and kept the bag. Not far off there 
is another weird and eager form, strikingly like the Lazarus 
sketched by Michael Angelo for the great picture by Sebastian 
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del Piombo, now in the National Gallery — a figure that recalls 
to memory nine of the ten lepers that were cleansed. Above 
the group, of which these form part, stands the girl before- 
mentioned, as eager to meet the eye of Christ as Judas is to 
avoid it. The path to be trodden to Calvary lies to the right 
of this group, almost barred by the cross. Roman soldiers, 
of stem mien, but of very different individual types of 
character, force back the crowd. A youth cries out, as if 
struck by the soldier who pushes him. Close by is the droop- 
ing, majestic, heart-broken figure of the Virgin-mother, robed 
in her traditional colours of pale blue and white. Of the 
women who, two mornings after, came very early to the 
sepulchre of Joseph of Arimathea, one has fainted, and 
another, a magnificently-drawn figure, casts herself on the 
ground. There are the very locks which GFuido has given to 
Mary of Magdala, and which other painters have attributed 
to the Apostle John. The figure of the Virgin is a con- 
ception so dignified, touching, and truthful, as to be well 
called sublime. It would be the chief feature of any other 
picture ; and of this, but for the yet diviner majesty that 
encircles the Christ ; in whom may be recognised the graphic 
counterpart of the line " glimpses of His Father's glory shone." 
In the distance, half indistinct through the aerial perspective, 
and the gathering of the volcanic darkness, stands Pilate at 
the head of the steps. The Procurator is robed in a long 
toga of dusky red ; and is marked by his gesture, not of wash- 
ing his hands, as in some of the monkish pictures, but of 
waving off remonstrance and responsibility. Nearer to the 
spectator, and close behind the central figure, is a group of 
three of the Chief Priests — Joseph Caiaphas, gloomy in a 
malignant triumph ; Ananus, or Annas, his aged father-in- 
law ; and a third, seen in profile, John, or Alexander, or one 
of the kindred of the High Priest. In' the rich attire of this 
group we are reminded of the jewelled collar of Dives, in the 
terrible picture by Teniers, in the Peel collection. 

We have exhausted the secondary and subordinate per- 
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sonages of this great picture before mentioning the one which 
chiefly arrests the attention, and produces a sense akin to awe 
in the mind. The crown of thorns, the halo, the general cast 
of features, the form of the seamless garment, are all those of 
traditional, conventional art. But the figure itself is nothing 
short of an inspiration. The white colour, most appropriately, 
though, if we are not mistaken, now for the first time, given 
to the robe, the majesty of the figure, the sustained dignity 
of its movements, the divine troubk of the eyes, combine to 
form one of the very grandest conceptions yet brought forth 
by haman genius. Whatever be the opinions, whatever be 
the creed of the painter, none but a deeply religious man 
could have produced such an incarnation of all that is noble 
in manhood. Alone among the chefs d'ceuvre of Christian art, 
since the fresco of Leonardo da Vinci has faded on the wall, 
the Ohiist of Gustave Dor^ is the Christ of the Evangelists. 

Francis Roubilliac Conder, Esq,, C.E. 

As the pale moon in yonder distant sky 

Shows its pure face in alent majesty, 

'Mid hurrying clouds when night is most forlorn, 

Her sable robes by fury rent and torn ; 

While howling in its rage, the sea beneath 

Lifts up its arms, and vainly strives to reach 

That calm and pensive fa6e, whose gentle light, 

Reveals the storm and horrors of the night ; 

So stands revealed in human form that love, 

Which from its purpose, pain nor death could move. 

As through the rifts of clou'ls on stormy night 
There often steals a streak of silver light, 
Which silent falls where waves in anger meet, 
And o*er the turmoil moves with angels' feet. 
And through the lustre of its own sweet life 
Most gently sheds its beauty o'er the strife ; 
So through the darkness of wild passion's stomii, 
All calmly moves this fair and white-robed form : 
Faith needs no mystic hand His name to trace, 
She reads at once His glory in His grace. 
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As in some tangled wood *mid siblant sounds, 

Where every poisonous form of life abounds, 

And piercing thorns, the rank, dark growth of deatli, 

The birth of darkness and its fetid breath, 

Some pale-faced lily lifts its drooping head, 

A thing of joy, all other joys long dead, 

The pensive beauty of the darkening years. 

Sweet child of nature, birth-right of her tears. 

So 6od*s fadr lily here shows its pure face, 

*Mid the rank growth of our apostate race. 

Art here yields much ! but O, what hand could trace 

llie light of love which mantled Christ's own face ; 

The holy beauty that of thorn-clad brow 

Where glory sits enthroned in rapture now ; 

The calm, sweet patience beaming through those eyes, 

Before whose Ught the heavens in darkness flies; 

The grace which trembles o'er those moving lips, 

When like the sun in yonder sea it dips ! 

Or like the moon on some deep quiet sea, 

It shines alone in pensive mystery. 

And yet once seen this picture ne*er can die. 
For ever painted on faith's loving eye, 
Nor will a Christian heart forget the hour 
When first was felt the magic of its power; 
Before its teaching, faith must weep and pray. 
Love sit and muse and melt in tears away ; 
*' A picture only," some would say ; most true ; 
But tof the loving heart more comes to view ; 
And that sweet, meek-eyed victor over sin, 
Once seen must live and reign for aye within. 

O sacred brow so rudely pierced and torn ! 

holy face of God*s own beauty bom ! 
When passion's brood assault my shrinking soul. 
May Thy pure beauty all their rage control ! 

When through the ranks of this world's strength anc] might 

1 pass, and its wild crowds my heart affright, . 
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let my faitk Tky gentle face behold, 
And Thy cidm majesty shall make me bold ; 
Star of the morning ! through thy patient eyes, 
May ever spring that light which passion flies ! 

When clouds of myst*ry all but drown my soul, 
Wild storms of sorrow spuming all control ; 
When from its ambush, slander shoots its dart, 
And undeserved reproach appals the heart ; 
When scoffing crowds my weary faith assail, 
And in the conflict love and patience fail ; 
When friends forsake and love herself grows cold, 
Still calm and silent may my faith behold 
God^s gentle lamb, as mid our sins and woes, 
He dumb and patient to the sUui^hter goes ! 

When o^er faitVs vision strange, dark, thoughts arise, 

And troops of hdl my faith take by surprise ^ 

Wlien unbelief comes near, and the cold steel 

Of DOUBT upon the heart of love I feel ; 

When in the darkness of the lonely night 

The lamps of reason yield no ray of light, 

When higher climb tiie surging waves which drench, 

And in their fury all my hope would quench ; 

And like a wreck, lifers haven far away, 

1 helpless drift, and wait the break of day. 

O from the deeps of this dark restless sea, 
May I look up and Thy sweet face still see. 
And in the light which ever dwelleth there. 
Behold the death of doubt and every fear, 
Reach that true faith which makes the timid brave. 
And hope which lifts above the proudest wave ; 
And meek-eyed patience, which is ever calm, 
And in the night exhales the sweetest balm, 
And *mid the darkness of each struggling year 
Read out those purple lines which make all clear. 

When looking through the present still I see, 
The angry bands of Scribe and Pharisee ; 
Heirs warrior troops, with pride and strength elate, 
And mad with rage and stem and changeless hate ; 



194 PBBSONAL B7IY>BT; OE, THE OBSAT WANT. 

The jeering rabble of the aimless schools, 
The dru&kea madness of imbn^ied fools, 
All heavijQg like a sweltering, rasUees, flood, 
Still following mH, and orjing for His blood ; 
O may my faith still look in this calm facs 
And there the death of senseless malice trace I 

And when lifers future darkens on my view, 
The warriors of the eross but faint and few ; 
While crowds of foes faith's drooping form assail, 
And hope of coming victory seems to fail ; 
Still moving on amid the surging throng, 
The maddened hosts which still the fight prolong, 
This white-robed warrior may my faith still see 
Still calmly walking o^er the changeful sea, 
His foe^ ^1 lying on the distant shore, 
All slaiu by Iqv^ »a they were; fUsifx before* 

Suppose that the veil of nlgW were to be lifted off 
any of our gceat towns, would there be nothing, to 
be seen, think yoi^, but what we should be proud of as a 
Christian nation? Think of the lawless dwellings, think 
of the drinking that goes on. Go out and look at those 
figures that flit along the corners of the streets, under the dim 
lamps — those are women: those once wore women, temples 
they should be of grace, and purity, and holiness, and man has 
made them something else. Is there nothing in these things 
1 make us ashamed ? In the ignorance that is amongst us is 
there nothing ? In the awful contrast between the rich and 
the poor is there nothing ? The rich in his dwelling, every 
part of which is stuffed with comforts^ so that no ache nor 
pain may visit him, no slenderest w^t go uxisui^Ued ; and the 
poor without a bed to Jie on, with np attempt to care for his 
children, with no hope in this world to lift him up and 
make him care, aire these things nothing ? X t^U you, dear 
friends, they ought to make us deeply grieyei and hmubly pray. 
Men and brethren, what shall we do ? Sin so rife amongst us, 




TEl^PUS .YUGUT.* 195 

and Christ so potent and so good. Oh/ if it should b^ your 
f^ult, or my fault, that Christ has not found his way — I speak 
it rf verently-^that the news of Christ has not been carried 
to those- poor creatures, whom it might have cheered, we 
ought to grieve and be ashamed, and humble ourselves before 
Him, and we ought to say, ** How shall we mend it in the 
future ? " Now, my friends, I have dwelt very much upon 
this subject of sin, first, because, as I said, it is the foundation 
of religion to feel sin ; and next, because those outside who 
fight against Christianity know that this is the point round 
which the battle must rage, for sin and redemption make up 
Christianity, and philosophy seeks to explain away sin, as it also 
seeks to deny or explain away redemption. — Archbishop of York, 




^EETHBEN, our days grow pale. The night itself is 
coming. Every day is now growing shorter and 
shorter. The sun shines less and less, and the night 
grows longer and longer. Our night is coming. And if we 
have anything to do for Christ, anything for our children, any- 
thing for those that are in our emplo3anent, anything for our 
neighbours, anything for the poor and the outcast, we must do 
it quickly. For you soon will go. The messenger has started 
for some of you, and he is not long delaying for auy. And if 
wheA you go up, you shall have done nothing, and you shall 
enter heaven so as by fire, woe, woe is you I But who are 
they that fill the air and throng the battlements ? They are the 
rejoicing spirits that come to greet him whose whole life has been 
watching with Christ, and who is coming up thither to receive 
the benediction, ♦* Enter, welcome, good and faithful servant." 
May the work of your life be the best work of which your 
whole life is capable ; and may the best work of your life be 
that which you register on the soals of those that but for you 
would have perished without light, and without knowledge, 
and without salvation. — Rev. Heni^ Ward Beecher. 
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THE BEAUTY of the GREAT KING, and 
other Poems for the Heart and Home. By W. P. Balfe&m, 
Author of "GLIMPSES OF JESUS." James Clarke & ^., 
Fleet Street 

** The freshness, beauty, and originality of these lyrics hare given 
us real enjoyment. There is a quiet charm about them which can- 
not be well described in words, but which goes direct to the heart. 
There are many exquisite turns of thought in the book. We have 
Keble without his High-Churchism." — Christian World, 

** We strongly recommend this book to the attention of our readers. 
No child of God can read it without pleasure and profit It has 
been written in the furnace, and will comfort such as are in it The 
author has seen some of 'The Beauty of the Great King,' and has 
well uttered the joy of that great sight We hope that many 
wUl have equal delight with* ourselves as they read this book." — 

Rev. C. H. Spurgeon, Sword and Trowel, 

** Much that is beautiful, reverent, and tender, much to comfort 
the sorrowful, to cheer, and to guide, appears in these poems.*' — 

^he Sunday School Teacher's Magaane, 

** Muij of the poems give indications that the writer possesses the 
true poetic spirit, and some of the verses are full of beautiful similq^ 
fancier and figures. 

* Such songs have power to quiet 

The restless pulse of care, 
And come like tne benediction 
That follows after prayer.' 

We sincerely and heartily thank Mr. Balfem fqr the volume which 
this week issues from the press.— ^f^/ Zondon Advertiser, 

"Many of these poems are unusually touching and beautifiiL" — 

The Freeman, 

"Our attention has been called to a volume of poetry written by 
a fellow-townsman, the Rev. W. P. Balfem, and we gladly bring it 
under the notice of our readers. Mr. Balfem is evidently no mere 
perpetrator of poetry, pestering people perpetually by rhyming 
perennial nonsense whilst labouring under a chronic atteck of the 
cacoeLhis scribendL Mr, Balfem is a man of earnest spirit and trae 
poetic genius. There are poems on the names, work, and titles of 
Christ ; also sones of parable, figure, fieict, and circumstance^ the 
Christian lif^ and songs for the people. We recommend our readers 
to peruse the book for themselves and families, as it is intended 
especially for the heart and home. This vohime is the more valnabk^ 
as in this day we have so much poetry written withofnt any moral 
purpose." — West London Observer, 



pAssiioait AXD aLabastkk, pusttkrs, si, lfttle naxTAiif. 



/ 



•/ 



